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A D V E R T I S EM E N T. 

THIS tragedy differs in many refpeSs irom that 
which appeared at Paris under the fame title in 
the year 1752, when it was traniciibed from the re. 
prefentation by fome vile copyifts, who moft fhame- 
fully disfigur'd it : the parts then omitted were fiird up 
by other hands» and above an hundred veries interpo- 
lated not written by the author of Catiline. From this- 
iaipBrfe6l copy was publifh'd a furreptitious edition^ 
full of errors from beginning to end, which was fol* 
low'd by another in HoUandy M\\ more faulty. The 
prefcnt edition was carefully infpe^d by the author 
hiaifelf, who even aker'd feveral whole fcenes in it. 
It b certainly a moft flagrant abufe, which calls every 
day for redrefs, that the works of authors (bdu'd be 
printed in fpite of themfelves* A bookfelkr is in a 
hurry to publiih a bad edition of^ wt>rk that falls into- 
his handp, and this very bookfelier fliall afterwards 
complain moft bitterly, when the author^ whom he 
has. injur'd, gives us the performance as it really is* 
Siich is* the miferaUe condition of modern literatuse* 
Vol. VIL B 'PRE- 
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PREFACE. 

TW O motives InducM me to make choice of a 
fubje£l for tragedy, which feem'd on the firft 
view of it but ill adapted to the manners and cuftoms 
of the French theatre. I was willing to endeavour once 
more, by a tragedy without any declarations of love in 
it, to put an end to the reproaches fo often thrown 
out againft us in the learned world, of filling our ftage 
with nothing but gallantry and intrigue, and at the 
fame time to make our young men, who frequent the 
theatre, better acquainted with Cicero. The ama- 
zing grandeur of Reme in paft times ftill commands the 
attention of all mankind ; and modem Itafy derives 
part of her glory from the difcoveries (he is every day 
making of the ruins of the antient. The houfe where 
Cir/Ttf livM is (hewn to us with fbme degree of venera- 
tion, his nameeccho'd by every tongue, and his writ. 
ings in every hand. Thofe who are unable to inform 
us who prefided at the courts of juftice within thefe 
fifty jrears in their own country, can tell you when 
Gore was at the head of Rome. The more light we 
have into the laft period of the Roman commonwealth* 

the 
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the more do we admire this great man i tho' it muft be 
confefs'd, that moft of our too lately civilizM nations 
have entertained very falfe and imperfedt ideas concern- 
ing him : his works indeed made a part of our educa- 
! tion, but we remained ftill ignorant of his true merit -, 
the author was fuperficially ftudy'd, the confui almoft 
utterly unknown j the fights which we have Jince ac- 
quir'd let us into his real character, and fet h/m far 
above all thofe who ever were employ'd in the affairs of 
government, or were diftinguifh'd by their eloquence. 
' • CUer'o might, perhaps, have been any thing, and 
I every thing that he chofe to be : he gain'd a vidlory in 
the ftrcights of I//us^ where Alexander had conquer'd 
the Perjians : it is very probable, that if he had apply'd 
-himfelf intirely to the art of war, a profeffion which 
requires a good underftanding, and extraordinary in- 
duftry, he wou'd have (hone amongft the moil illuftri- 
ous commanders of his age \ but as Cafar wou'd have 
been but the fecond of orators, Cicero Wou*d have been 
tut the fecond of generals : he preferred to all other 
glory that of being the father of Rome, the miftrefs of 
the world ; and how extraordinary muft have been tJie 
merit of a private gentleman of Arpinum^ who cou'd 
make his way through fuch a number of great men, 
and attain, withput intrigue, the moft exalted place in' 
B 2 the 
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the whole univerfc, in fpite of the envy and malice oF 
To many Patricians, who. at that time bore fway in 
Rome ! 

What we have ftill more reafon to be aftonifli'd at 

is, that amidft a thoufand cares and difquietudes, and 
during a whole tempeftuous life, burthen'd as he was 
both by public and private affairs, this wond<;rfuI man 
couM yet find leifure to acqiiaint himfelf with all the 
various fe£ls of religion in Greedy and (hine forth one 
ofthegreateflphilofopbers, as well as orators, of his 
age. Are there many minifkrs, magiftrates, or law- 
yers, now in Europe^ of apy eminence, who are able, 
I will not fay to explain the difcoveries of NevJiorty or 
the ideas of LahnUzy in the fame manner as Ctcero illuf- 
ftratewl the principles of Zenoy PlatOy and Epicuruiy but 
even to folve any difficult problem in philofophy ? 

' Clceroy a circamflance which very few are acquainted 
with, was withal one of the bcft poets of the age he 
liv'd in, when poetry was yet in its infant ftate : he 
even rivaird Lucretius. Can any thing be more beau- 
tiful than thcfe verfes yet remaining of his poem on 
Marius, which makes us fllU regret the lofs of that ex- 
cellent performance ? 

HxqJovis altifoni fubito pinnata fntellcs 
Arboris ctrunco, fcrpentis fauci i morfu, 
Ipfaferisfubigittransfigens unguibus anguem 

Semi-* 
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Sefnianuhuniy & varia grain ter cenrice micantem : 
Quern fe Intorquentem ianians, roftroque cruen- 
tans. 

Jam (atiata animos, jam duros ulta dolores 
Abjicet efflantem, & laceratum affligit in undas 
Seque obitu a foils nitidos convertic ad ortus. 

I am throughly perfuaded, that our language is in- 
capable of expreffing the harmonious energy of Gre'ei^ 
4Hid Latin vcrfes : I will, however, venture to give a 
flight (ketch from this little picture, painted by the 
great man whom I have chaia^erifed in my Rotru pre- 
ftnfdj and whofe Catilines I iiave imitated jn fomb 
parts of the tragedy. 

Thus wounded by an earth-born icrpent flies 
The bird of yove^ and in his talons bears 
His ftniggling foe j the dying reptile wreaths 
His tortui'd fcales that glitter In the fun : 
Till the fierce eagie drops his bleeding prey. 
Soars to the (kies, and'&eks his native beav'n* 

Thofc who have the leaft fp'ark of tafle will perceive, 

even in this imperfect copy, the force of the original : 

whence comes it then that Cicero fhou'd pals for a bad 

B 3 poet? 
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poet ? only becaufe Juvenal has thought fit to fay ^^^ 
and imputed to him that ridiculous verfe^ 

O fortunatam natam me confule Roman ! 

So ridiculous that the French poet» who was defirous 
of pointing out the abfurdity of it in a tranflation, 
cou'd not fuccecd in it : 

O Rome fortunee fous mon confulat nee 

does not exprefs half the nonfenfeof the Latin. 

Is it poiBble the author of thofe fine verfes I juft now 
quoted cou'd ever write any thing to ridiculous ! there 
are follies which a man of /enfe and genius can never 
be guilty of: but the real truth is, that prejudice^ 
which will never allow two (pecies of excellency to one 
man, deny'd CiV^r^'s ability to make verfes, becaufe be 
himfeir thought fit to renounce it. Some low buffoon, 
who envy'd the reputation of this great man, wrote 
that foolilh verfe, and attributed it to the orator, the 
philofopher, the father of lE^mr. JmenaU intbefuc- 
ceedtng age, adopted this popular error, and handed ft 
down to pofterity in his fatirical declamations : I believe 
many a reputation both good and bad is eftablifli*d in 
the fame manner. Thefe two verfes, for inftance. 
are imputed to Jifallebrancbe. 

11 
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n fait en ce beau jour le plus beau terns du monde 
Pour aller a cheval fur la terre & fur Tonde* 
To which it is added, that he made themonpurpofe 
to fhew that a philofopher cou'd be a poet whenever he 
had a mind to it. What man, with common fenfe^ 
cou'd ever be perfuaded that Mallebranche was capable 
of writing any thing fo abfurd ? and yet let but a re- 
tailer of anecdotes, or a litterary compiler, tranfinit this 
idle tale to pofterity, and in procefs of time it ihall gain 
credit ; and tho' MaUehranche was one of the greateft 
of men, it will be fatd one day or other, that this great 
man tum*d fool when lie got out of his fphere. 

Cicero has been reproach'd for too much fenfibility, 
and too much dejedion in adverfity : he imparts his 
.well-grounded complaints to his wife and friends, and 
his franknefs is imputed to cowardice : but let who will 
blame him For pouring into the bofom of friendihip that 
grief which he concealM from his perfecutors, "I love 
him the more for it : the virtuous foul alone is capable 
of feeling. Cicero^ fond as he was of glory, had no am* 
bition rf appearing to be what he was not. We have 
fecn men in our own rimes dying with grief at the lofs 
of very trifling emoluments, after a ridiculous pretence 
of not regretring them at all. What is there then fo 
mean or cowardly, in acknowledging to a wife or 
B 4 friend 
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/riend, that a man was unhappy at being baniib*d from 
bis country, which he had fervM, or at being perrccu- 
ted by a fet of ungrateful and perfidious villains ? furely 
we ought to (but our hearts againft the tyrants who 
opprefi us, and open them to thofe wfe love* 

Ctcero was free and ingenuous throughout his whole 
condu(Ei $ he fpoke of his affli^ions without fliame, 
and of his thirft after true glory without difguife : 
this character is natural, at the fame time that it is 
great : (hall we prefer to this the policy of Cafar^ who 
tells us In his commentaries, that he offered peace to 
Pompeyy and yet in his private letters vows that he 
n^er had any fuch intention ? Cafar was a great, but 
Ciaro was an honeft man : but his having been a good 
poet, and philofopher, an excellent governor, or an 
able general, that her had a feeling and a good heartt 
are not points that concern our prefent purpofe : he 
Taved Rom in fpite of the fenate; one half of which at 
leail opposM him, from motives of the moft inveterate 
envy and malace % even thofe whofe oracle, whole de- 
liverer and avenger he was, were amon^ his worft of 
foes : he laid the foundation of bis own ruln'by the moft 
iignal fervice that man ever performed for his country : 
toxepreient this is the principal defign of the tragedy : 

it 



ft is not (b much the fenxrbus (pint of CatlBne^ as the 
generous and noble foul of Cicero^ which I have there 
endeavor'd to defcribe. 

It has always been aflcrted, and the opinion gabs 
ground amongft us, that Cicero is ofie of thofe charac- 
ters which Aotfd never be brought upon the ftage. 

TTie Engltjh^ who hazard every thing without know- 
ing what they hazard, Jiave given us a tragedy on the 
confpiracy of CatiRne^ wherein Ben Johnfon has made 
no fcraple of translating feven or eight pages of TuiZ/s 
Ohition ; he has even tranflated them into profe, hot 
imagining it poffible to make Cicero ipeak in verfe* The 
conful's profe, to fey the truth, mingled with the vcrfe 
of the other charafters, form a contraft Worthy of the 
barbarous age of Ben John/on : but to treat a fubje«a 
fc grave, and withal fo* totally void of thofe pafSons 
which generally captivate t\ie heart, we' mull have to 
do with a ferious and cultivated people, worthy in fome 
meafure of having the manners of antient Rome exibi- 
tcd before them. I acknoWledg;e at the fame time that 
this fubjed b not well adapted to our ftage : we have 
much more tafte, decorum, and knowledge of the 
dieatre than the Englifl), but our manners for themoft 
port are not fo ftrong. We are ohly pleas'd with the 
ftniggle of thofe paiEons which we ourfelvts experience i 
B 5 thofe 
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thofe amongft us who are bcft acquainted with the 
worlc$ of CicerQ^ and the Rmum republic, are not fre* 
quenters of a play-houfe, they do not in thb refpeft 
follow the example ofTulfy himfelf, who we know was 
conftandy 4herc : it is aftonifliing they ihou'd pretend 
to more gravity than him : they have only left tafte for 
the fine arts, or they are witbeld by a ridiculous pre* 
judice : what progreft foever thofe arts may have made 
in France^ thofe gentlemen of diftinguiihM genius and 
abilities who have cultivated them amongft us, have 
«ot yet imparted true tafte to the whole nation : we 
are not born fo happy as the Gneis and Remans j but 
frequent the theatre more out of idleneft than from 
any real regard to literature. 

This tragedy feems rather to be made for the cIo(et 
than the ftage \ it met with applaufe indeed, and even 
more than Zara^ but it is not of fuch a fpecies as to 
fupport itfelf on the ftage like Zara : it is written, not* 
withftanding, with more ftrength : the fingle fcene 
between Csfar and Catilim was executed with more 
difficulty than half thofe pieces which are filFd widi 
nothing but love ; but to tfaefe die heart returns with 
pleafure, whilft our admiration of theaodentJEMMii'a 
is quickly exhaufted. In our times nobody enters into 
confpiracies, but every body is in love. Therepre(eiw 

tatioa 
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tation of CatHine requires withal a large company of 
afters, and a magnificent apparatus. 

The learned will not here meet with a faithful nar- 
rative of CaiiUnis confpiracy : a tragedy, they very 
well know, is not a hiftory, but they will fee a true 
piam^ of the majihers of tbofe times : all that Ciceroy 
Catilifify Cato and Cafar do in this piece is not true, 
but their genius and character are faithfully reprefented t 
if we do not there difcovcr the eloquence of Cicero^ wc 
ihall atleaft find diiplay'd all that courage and virtue 
which he (hew'd in the hour of danger. In Catiline is 
defcribed that contrail of fierceneSfl and difiimulation 
which form'd his real character ; Cafar is reprefented 
as growing mto po^er^^'^jj^ious, and brave; that 
Cafar. who was born aKonce* to be the glory and the 
(covLfg(^ of Rome. 

I have not brought on the ft^ge the deputies of the 
AUobrogeSy who were not the ambafTadors of GW, but 
agents of a pretty province of Italy ^ fubjcdl to the Ro- 
mans^ who only appear'd in the low charader of infor- 
mers, and were therefore not proper perfons to ap-> 
pear in company with Ciceroj Cafar, and Cato. 

If this performance (hou'd appear tolerably well writ- 
ten, and to give us fome ideaof antient Rome, it is all 
that he author pretends to^ and all the reward which 
he cxpefts from it. D R A- 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

Cicero, , Crassus, 

Cjesar, Clodius, 

Catiline, Cethegus, 

AURELIA, LeNTULUS— SuRAy 

C^***^* Confpirators, 

Ljucullus, Liftors. 



The Scene reprefents on one fide, the palace of 
Aurelia } on the other, the temple of Tellus, wbei]p 
the fenate aiTembled : At a diftance, a gallery com- 
municating to fome private paffages that lead from the 
palace of Aurelia to the veftibule of the temple* 
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C A T A L I N E: 

OR, 

ROME PRESERVED. 

A 

TRACED Y. 

ACT I. SCENE I. 

CATILINE. 

[Soldlen at the bottom of the ftage* 

YE S, thou proud talker, thou vile inftrument 
Of a deluded people, foon thy pow'r 
Shall be no more ; and thou whofe favage virtue^ 
Inflexibly fcvere, deftroys the nation 
It means to fave, imperious Cato, know 
Thy doom is pa&'d, tfaon and the tyrant fenate 
Mufl hll togedieri they who keep the world 
In bondage (hall themfekes be flaves ; their chains - 

Ai€ fore'd already, and ufurping Pompey 

Shall 
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Shall pay for dear bought honours with his blood* 
Csefar, his haughty rivals flull oppofe him. 
His equal Csefar : he who, like myfelf. 
Was ever famous, ihall affift my caufe ; 
Thefiiare is laid, and Caefar fliall prepare 
The throne for Catiline; I'll make them all 
Subfervient to my purpofe : Cic'ro's felf, - 
The aian whom moft I hate, fhall be my friend : 
My wife too may be ufeful, and may prove 
A flep togreatnefs : fathers, hulbands, all 
Tbofe empty names miftaken mortal^ call 
Moftfacred, hence, I give you to the winds : 
Ambition, I am thine. 

SCENE II. 

CATILINE, CETHEGUS. 

CATILINE. 
Well, my Cethegus, 
Whilft Rome and our defigns are hid in night. 
Say, haft thou calFd together our brave chiefs ? 

CETHEGUS. 
Ev'nhere, my lord, beneath this portico, 
Safe from the confuPs prying eyes, and near 
That impious fcene where our proud tyrants fit. 
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CATILINE. 15 

Thy friends fhall meet •— already ihey have fign'd 
The folemn compad, and are fworn to ferve thee« 
But how fbnds Caefar^ will he fecond us? 

CATILINE. 

He is a turbulent unruly ipirit. 
And a£b but for himlelf. 

CETHEGU8. 

And yet without him 
We never fhall fucceed. 

CATILINE. 
I've laid a fnare 
He cannot 'fcape : my foldiers, in his name. 
Shall feize Prencftc — he's been long fulpeded. 
This will confirm his guilt — the furious conful 
Shall feon accufe him to the fenate — Qefar 
Will hazard all Co fatiate his revenge. 
I'll rouze this fleeping lion from his den^ 
i^d make him roar for me. 

. CETHEGUS. 

But Nonnius fliH 
Rules in Prenefte ; he's a friend to Rome* 
In vain already thou haft try'd to tempt 
His ftubborn virtue -^ what muft be his fate ? 

C A T I* 
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CATILINE. 
Thou know'ft I love his daughter, the' I hate 
Her furly father : long he ftrove in vain 
To thwart our mutual pail]on» and prevent 
Our private marriage, which at laft die churl 
Unwillingly confented to : he feared 
T' incur his angry party's high difpleafure. 
And the proud conful's ^- but I've made his pride 
Subfervient to our purpofe — he is bound 
By folemn oathi to keep our marriage dill 
A fecret: Sura only and Cethcgus 
Are privy to it : this perhaps may ferve 
More purpofcs than one : Aurelia's palace 
ConduAs us to the temple ; there Tve placed 
My inftruments of ruin, arms, and firebrands. 
To execute our great defign : thy zeal 
To friendihip much I owe, but own to love 
Hath been morfl ufcful, and I thanlc thee for it : 
Beneath the fenate's facred vault, beneath 
The roof of Nonnius will we facriiice 
Thcfc tyrants— you, my friends, muft to Prenefte j 
You to the Capitol ; remember whom 
You ferve, the oath that binds you, and the caufe 
Ye are cngag'd in — thou, my lov'd Cethegut, 
Muft watch o*er all, and guide the great machine. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

AURELIA, CATILINE. 
AUREHA. 

Catiline, my lord, my huiband, eafe 

My troubled heart, remove my doubts, my fears. 
My horror, my defpair — alas ! what means 
This dreadful preparation ? -i— ev*ry ftcp 

1 tread alarms me; why thefe fddiers, why 
With arms and torches is my palace fiU'd I 
The days of Marlus 9nd of Syllg fure 

Are now return'^, ^nd discord reigns sutto^gft to • 
Explain, my lord, this dreadful myftery: 
,Do not turn from me — by the facred tye 
That joins our hearts, by the dear babe thou lov^ft^ 
' I talk not to thee of its mothier's danger. 
For thee alone I treo^Ie: pity me. 
Pity a wretched wife, and tell -me alL . . 

CATILINB. 
Know then^ nay Uky my fortunes and my fame. 
Thy fafety, and my own, ihe common caufe. 
Demand a condaA wbidi*tfay fitarscmdmn : 
But if thfu Jov'ft me^.. Hat (wliatc^srdioa febil 
Bebury'd iuthy hi]ealllillii^taif«m{- ' '- ^^ 

Rome's better part ; ^e kp^ z^i the people 
Are difunited — dang^ri.tbc^ts the jft^te^ * .1 

. . On 
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On ev'ry fide ; I've taken the bcft means 
To make all well again. 

AURELIA. 

I hope thou haft ; 
But can we hide our hearts from thofe we love ? 
Can^ft thou deceive me ? yet what thou haft faid 
Double my fears. Alas ! thy looks are wild, 
And full of horror. What will Nonnius fay 
When he (hall fee thefe dreadful preparations I 
The voice of nature, and the tender names 
Of father and brother oft have pafs'd 
Unheard and unregarded when the caufe 
Of Rome required it*- well thou know'ft our marriage 
G^ve muchofivnce, and when my angry father 
Returning (hall behold thefe fad efFe<fh 
Of our unhappy union, what, my lord, 
Muft I cxpc£t t O why wilt thou abufe 
The pow*r which love has gtv*n thee o'er a heart 
Devoted to thy fervice ? — * thou haft gaiu'd 
A party, but confider well my father, 
Cato, ud CiocfP, and Rome, and heaven. 
Are all thy fbea; Nonnius perhaps may come 
This very dayoA purpofe to deftroy thee. 

CATILINE. 

Be not afraid, I know he cannot 

AURE. 
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AURELIA. 

How ! 

CATILINE. 
Whene'er he comes he muft approve our purpofe : 
I am not left at liberty to tell thee 
What we defign, fufficeit that hisintVeft 
And mine are one : } know when he ihall find 
The fair refult, he then will join with me 
To pull down the proud tyrants he obeys : 
Truft me^ Aurelia^ what I do ihall prove 
The fertile fpring of everlafting glory 
And honour to you both — 

AURELIA. 

Alas I the honour 

I fear is doubtful, and the danger certain : 

What feek'ft thou i wherefore woud'ft thou urge thy 

fate? 

Is't not enough to rank among the firft 

Of human kind, and rule the tahje& world ? 

Why woud'ft thou mount the giddy heights of pow*r» 

And court deftru^on ? my foreboding heart 

Already fees, and trembles at thy danger. 

Arc thcfe the promised joys of flatt'ring love ? 

The peace I hop'd for ? I have loft it now 

For ever ; O, my lord, when laft thcfe eyes 

Werci 
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Were in afliortand broken flumber clos'd, 

Methought I faw inflames imperial Rome ; 

Saw murthers, deaths, and rivers ftain'd with bloody 

My father maiTacred in open fenate. 

And thee, my Catiline, amidft a band 

Of vile aiTaffiris, breathing forth thy foul 

In dreadful agonies : I rofe, and fled 

From thefefad images to find my lord, 

My guardian, my prote<aor — thou art here. 

And I, alas I am but the more unhappy. 

CATILINE. 
Away — your omens fright not Catiline ; 
Complain not, but be refblute : I want 
Your courage, not your tears, when I am ferving 
You and my country* 

AURELIA. . 

Is it thus you mean 
To (erve her ? O, my lord^ I know not what 
Your purpofe is, but were it fair and juft 
perhaps I might long fince have been oonfulted; 
Our mutual intVeft dUim'd it from a buiband : 
If you diflembl^ wi^ me^ I btve caofe 
To doubt,^ and to be wretched — * Cicero 
Has longfufpe^ed thee, and Rome thoo know'ft 
Adores him. 
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CATIIIME. 
Whom ? my hated rival ? 

SCENE IV. 

CATILINE AUR5LIA,MARTIAN,oac 

of the Confpioition. 
MARTIAN. 



The conful comes this way — by his command 
The fenate meet s he wiihes firft to fee 
And /peak with you. 

AURELIA. 

I tremble at his name. 

CATILINE;. 

Why tremble at the name of Cicero ? 

Let Nonnius fear and rev'rcnce him» difgrace 

His rank and chafa^er ^y neaA fubmiffion ; 

I pity the wealf fenator^ Wt hopfd 

To find in thee, a nobler foul : not thuj. 

Remember, a£bed your brave anceftors : 

Gods ! that a woman, and a Romao, fprung 

From Nero's blood, (hgu'd thas be void of pride 

Or of ambjtlon ! noble minds are ne'er 

Without them. 

AURELIA. ' 

Mine perhaps thou think'ft is mean 

And timid $ cruelty alone with thee 

( 



Sir, 
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Is courage ; thy reproach is moft unkind i 
But know me better j know that this fond wife. 
Whom thou contenm'ft, who has not pow'r to change 
Or foften thee, has more of Roman in her 
Than thou can'ftboaft; and, coward as iheis^ 
Can teach thee how to die. 

CATILINE. 

How many cares 
At once furround me ! — - Cicero comes — but him 
I fear not : this Aurelia. — «-^« 

SCENE V. 

CICBRO, CATILINE, Chief of the Liaoit. 

, CICERO. [To die chief Liaor. 

Do as I 

Commanded you •— i*ll try if I can found 

Thisfaithlefs heart } leave me alone with htm : 

Sometimes a villain may be wrought by fear 

To better council, and renounce his purpofe. 

Who's there? the proud Plebeian, chos'nbyRome 

To be her mafter ? 

CICERO. 

E'er the fenate meet, 

Cat*line, I come for the laft time to hold 

The friendly torch, and lave thy wandering Iteps 

From the dread precipice of guilt and ruin. 

C A TI- 



CATILINE, 

CATILINE. 
Who, thou? 

CICERO. 
Yes, I, 

CATILINE. 
And is it thus thy bate 
Purlbesine? 

CICERO. 

Call it pity— but ob&nreme, 
The capitol is weary of thy plaints^ 
Thy £ifiious cries, and bold impertinence; 
Rome, and the fenate have, it feems, debased 
The conful's dignity by choofing me : 
Thy pride we know expeded it, but how 
Had'ft thou deftnr'd it? was it by die name. 
Or family, thy valour, or the pride 
Of a looie prodigal in (hews and feafis 
And idk pomp ; cou'd thefe entitle thee 
To fuch exalted honours ? coud'ft thou hope 
To be the great difpenfer of the laws. 
To guide the miftreis of the world who rules 
O'er proftrate kings ? had Catiline been what 
He ought to be, I, might perhaps to him 
Have yielded the contefted palm.— Hereafter 
Thou ma/ft fupport the ftate, but to be conful 
Tis fit thou firft (houdft be — a citizen* 
Think'ft thou by vjle reflexions on my birth. 
My fortune^ and my fame, to taint my honour^ 



Or 
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Or weaken the firm bafis of my powV ? 

In our corrupted days it is not name. 

Or family, that Rome has need of: no: 

'Tis virtue ; and the pride of Cicero. 

Hath ever been, that he fliou'd nothing owe 

To his forefather's — my nobility 

Springs from myfelf, and thine may end in diee. 

^ CATILINE. 

It ill becomes a temporary pow'r. 
Like thine, to bo^ of its authority. 

CICERO. 
Had Cic'rq iis'd that pow'r as thou deferv'ft. 
Thou woudft not have been here to quefUon it : 
Thou who haft ftain'd our altars with pollution 
And facrilegious rage, thy days are numbered 
But by thy crimes : thy merit is to dare. 
To ftrike at all, dtftmble, and betray : 
Thou baft abus'd the precious gifts that heav'n 
Beftow'd on thee for other purpofes : 
Senfe, beauty, courage, and heroic warmth. 
All the fair ornaments of human nature. 
Are butin thee die inftruments of ill. 
My voice, which fttU is rais'd to fcourge the wicked, 
And plead for tfaeoppreft'd, hath fpar'd thee yet i 

Nor with the odious Veries ranked the name 

Of 
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Of Catiline '5 but long impunity : • » ; 

Hath made thee (hamelefs, and infenflbie 
Of all reprbof — thouhaft betray'd the ftatc : - 
At Rome, an3 in Etriuria all & difcord. 
And foul coafufion ; ; Umbria is rev^itci ; 
Prencfte ftaggers inhej? faith j jthe foldiers. ;. i 

Of barbVgtB Syila, drenchMin Wgody come forth . 
From theii^dark caves prepared (jftt- ila«ghter>.. arm*d ' r 
By cruel Mjdlius^; dil ftrej<?agu'd wth thefe 5 
Thy partizans decWd, or fecret fiienris, . _,jij : . * 
All are united^iniooc gililty bond): .. ■■[ \ . .':/'. 
And fworn to the deftn!i<aioft of IhpicieiWnfcry : ,;. 
I know thee for (hieir thief, for I bflV« eyes : . ; . ^ ,- 
On cv'ry fide, smd hands too, thoiiih^ltfipd,., 1 _ . 
That, fpit^ of thee, fhaU vindicate, the ^ufp ^ . ^ 
Of injur'd Rome \ thy guilty frienj^s ih:^!! jfqel ^,j ' 
My juftice too : thou haft beheld me long 
Butas thy rival, nowbeliold thy jud^e. 
And thy accufer, who Will force thee foon 
I'o anfwer for thy a(^*ions by ihofe laws ' ' ^^ ' ^\\ 
Which thou fpoft hafi trample^ on unpuhrm^d^ 
Thofe law5 which thou contemn'ft, arid I* revenge. 

I've told you, fir, already, that ' yob f office "* 
But ill excufes this indecent rreeOorri : ^ ' 



r 
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But for that country's fake^ whom both are bound 
To fenre, I pardon your unjuft fufpiciona; 
Nay, I do more, I honour your warm zeal i 
Blind tho' it be, in fuch a cade 'tis juft: 
But do not thu8 reproach me for paft erromip 
For the wild Tallies of impetuous youth. 
That fooa are o'er ; your fenate is to btame, 
I followed their example; pomp and pride» 
.Excefs and luxuiy, the fruits of oonqueftt 
Are the times vices, not the native bent 
Of Cat*}me*8 heart : I ferv'd the ooomoa-wcail 
In Afia as a fotdier, as a judge 
In Afric: fpiteofourdomefticfeuds^ ' 
Did I net make the name of Rome revered 
Among the nations ? I wbo hsiye .^lefended 
Shall oe*er betray her. 

CICERO. 

Sylla too and Maiius 
Both ferv'd their country weH, and then deftroy'd 1i^. 
Tyrants have all fome fpecbus ihowof virtue. 
And e'er they b/edp their country's jaws fopport them* 

CATILJNC 

If you fufped ^cb brave and gallant (bldier. 

Let Ccfar, Pompey, Craflus be accus'd : 

Why fix oo me aroongftib manj ? why 

Am 
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Am I the only obje& of jrjour fears i 

HaveldefervMit? 

CICERO. 

That yott beft can tdl. 
But wherefore deign I thus to anfw^ you f 

CATILINE. 
The more I plead in iny defence, the more 
Will Cicero condemn me : if as friend 
Thou talk'ft to me, thou but deceiv'ft ihyfclf, 
I am thy foe ; if as A citizen, 
So too is CatUine i^if as a conful, 
A conful's not a mafter^ he prdSdes 
But in the fenate, I defy him there. 

CICERO. 
Thou durft not ; for I there can punifb guilt : 
If thou art innocent, I will protect thee ; 
If not, I charge thee, be not feen in Rome. 

' CATILINE. 
This is too much : I will no longer bear 
Thy infults, tho' I fcorn thy vague fufpicions : 
Yet know I thi^k the worft affront that thou^ 
Cou'd put on Cat^ine, wou'd be to proteil him. 

CICERO. [Alone* 

Jnfolent traitor ! means be thus to prove 
His innocence by falfe .affedcdprlde I 

C a Perfidious 
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Perfidious wretch, I'm not to be deceiv'd, - 
•Nor flialt thou thus efcape the watchful eye 

Of vengeance. 

SCENE 'VI. 

CICERO, C A TO. 

ClCEi)lO. . . . .,,,.• 
Wel\, my friend*, haft thbu prci>ar'i , 

For Rome's defence ? 

CATO. 

Your orders arfc ibey'd^ 
I have difpos-^d the cbiefe, andall are ready ' 
To march as you dircft them s but I fear 
The people, nay the fenate. 

CICEIt6. 

Ha I the fenate ? 

CATO. 
Ay— they are fwol'n with pride—and foul divifioa 
Will foon enflavc them. 

CICEKO. 
Much indeed I fear 
Our vices will iwengc Ac conquer'd world | 
Our liberty and virtue arc no more ; 
But Rome may ftill have hope whUft Cato lives. 

CATO. 

Alasl vrfio fcrves his country oftca fcrrcs 
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A moft ungratefd mifire^ — cv'n Ay merk 
Offends f^e folate i with a jealous eye 
It views thy greatnefe. 

CICERO. 

Cato's appfobatkui 
Is recompence enough > thy honeftjiraife 
Will more than ballance their ingratitude j .% 

On that and on pofterity alone 
I fhall rely j let us- perforin our duty. 
And leave the reft ^o heav'n. 

How £haU wc &em 
The torrent of corruption ? when I fee, 
Ev*n in this facred temple, rais'd to virtue. 
Infamous treaibn rife with fhamelefs front : 
. Can we fuppofe that Manllus, that'proud rebel, 
Wou'd dare advance his ftandard, and blow up 
The flames of civil war, if greater pow'rs 
Did not fupport him, if fome fecrct foe 
Abetted not their vile coiifpiracy ? 
The leaders of the fenat^ may betray us ; 
From Sylla'safhes may new tyrants rife: . 
Myjuft fufpicions lightonCacfar» 

C 3 CICERO. 
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CiC£RO. 

Mine 
On Catiline -, perfidious, ibrdid, raib» 

And bold ; be loves rebellion, and delights 

In novelty ; more dangerous than Caefa^ % 

I know him well ; ev'n now I parted from him : 

What paft'd between us but confirms me more 

Ih my fufpicions ; on his foct I read 

Rage and reientment, the determined pride 

Of his fierce fpirit^ that no longer deign*d 

To hide itt purpojfe, but flood forth, and own*d 

Its enmity to Rome.— I muft difcover 

His boldcompeers, perliapsi may prarent 

His fiituxe crimes, and fave my falling country. 

CATO. 

Catline lias friends, and much I fear the powV 

Of thefe united tyrants may prove fatal : 

Our forces are in Afiaj andatRome 

We axe corrupted j but one upright man 

May fave At date. 

CICERO. 

If we unite, our country 
Has nought to fear-^-in fadions difcoid fooa 
Diflblves the tye : Caefar perhaps may join them ; 
But, if I know him right, his noble foul 
Will never ftoop to fcrve a wortblefi tyrant i 

Ho 



CATILINT. 31 

He lores his oouotrjr ffilly and hates a mafier ; 
Thai' loon die time will come when he fliall ftmre 
To bcone ; both aie cagtr forappbuie. 
And bodi ambitioiis : bodi are rais'd too high 
To meet in fricndfliip long } by their divifion 
Rome majr be &v*d ; let os not tamdy wait 
To lee omr counties niin^ orbdiold 
In^ihamefiil diainsdie maften of mankind. 

£iiD of die FiEtT Act. 



ACTIL SCENE. I. 

CATILIHE, CETHEGITB. 
CETHCGU8; 

T Lef^h die torch b lit to fct on fire 

Some and the fuljefl world \ our Utiaft ni£^» 

And aU is ready for the great event. 

Knowftthottmeantime, myfriend^ what palles here' 

CATILINE. 
I know the conful's prudence^ (b he calls 
i£s cowardice^ which deeply ruminates 

C4 On 
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On future ilk : like an linikilful pilot ' ' ' 

He fists tip cy^)y feil for cv*ry wind, 



But knows not or which way the tempeft comes, ' 

Or whither It m«j drive him ^* for the fenate, 

I fear it not ; that nnauy-headed monfter. 

So proud pf conqueft.and nobilityt 

Looks with an evil eye on Cicero i 

I know it hates him, fo does Cae&ri Cra^ut 

Wou'd gladly yield him up a facriftcc 

To pur refentment ; pn their jesjouiy 

Depend my hopes « he's like a dying man. 

With feeble arm he ftruggles for a while, 
x>ut lOOA iiian'nfi& ocneatn us fluici cxpu^a 

CETHEGUS. 

Envy r know attacks him, but his tongue 
Can foften:aU i )he if$fis:tht esvtjvc fepsue* . 

I brave him ey'iy wh^ce ; defpife his olamours^ • 
And fmile at his refentqiept : let hina rail 
To his laft hour, aud triuijnph in the (bput3 
Of his admirers, I b^e other caces 
That fit more heavy on me. 

CE- 
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CETHECUS. 

Whatihpuld^ftop 
Thy rapid progrefs in the paths of glory 
Andhappinefi? Canft thou have ought to fe^? . 

CATILINE. 

My numerous foes I heed not, 'tis my friends 
I have moft caufe to dread ; the jealoufy 
Of Lentulus, th'afpiring ibul of Csefarj 
And, above 2fl^ my wife* 

CETHEGUS. 

ShaU Catiline 
Be Irigbten'd at a woman's tears? — for fhame^ 
Leave her t' indulge her ViConary fears : 
I thought thou loy'ft her as a mafler (hou'd^ 
And ma^'ft her but the fervile inftrument 
Of thy ambitiont 

catiline: 

'Tis a dang'rous one : 
Rome and her diild divide with me her love. 
Curfe on the Nfune of Rome, that ev'n beneath 
The roof of Cat'line thofe fhou'd dwell who love 
Their country ! But before th' important hour 
That piuft decide our fate, ihe (hall be mov'd, 
She and her ion*-'<-be that thy care, Cethegus : 

C s Our 
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Our wives and children muff not (roubfe us 
la thofe diArdsful moments — but for Csefar--^ 

CETHEGITS. 
WhaA to be done ? if he rcfufe to join 
Qur caufe, fliall we profcribe bim ; (ball the names 
Of Cic'ro and of Caefar be united i 

CATILINE. 
Let me confider — to cut Csefar off — 
That were a dreadful facrifice ', methinks 
I cannot but admire him, and revere 
In htm the honor of the Roman name i 
But where is Lentulus I 

CETHEGOg. 
O fear not him ; 
His pride we know wxH prompt him to believe 
That thou with him wilt (hare the fov*reign powV* 

CATILINE. 
Let him believe it ftUl; the credlous fool I 
Thou feeft, Cethegus, with what fubtih'ty 
I'm forc'd to manage thefe imperious fpirits ; 
Their rage, refentmcnt, pride and jealoufy : 
Know*ft thou he dares e/n to be Cae&r's rival I 
To keep my friends within the pale of prudence 
\V ill coft me much more trouble than the ruin 

Of 
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Of Cicero and Rome— to guide z party 

Is d^ all ta&s iheliaidcft. -— -* 

CETHEGkrs. 

Lentulut 
Iltoe, mjford. 

S C E N E IL 
CATILINE, CETHBGUS, LENTULUS'^URA/ 
SURA. 
In fpite of my remonHance 
YotI Will rdy on Caefar^ and confide 
In him alone ; Pienefte's in his pow'r, 
And I muft yield to him i but know I (corn it,. 
The Uood of Scipio was not made to yield. 

CATILINE* 
I've join*d with Osdiar, but depend not on hirh ; 
He may fupport dfin' caufe, or he may hurt it ; 
I ufe hisi^g^ey' but 'tis for your advantage. 

SURA. 
And what is there In Caefar's name fuperior^ 
To yours or mine P why muft we meanly court 
His favor i but becaufe he's Pompey's rival 
Rome makes a God of him. — I am thy friend-; 
Sura and Cat'line may defy them all> 
And without Caefar make the world tU^^awiK 

CATI- 
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CATItlKB. J 

We may -«• thy condud); and appcoired' valour 
Have ever been my heft and fureft hope i 
But Caefar is bclbv'di o-efpeAed, fear'd ; 
The fenate and the people all admire ' '* * 
And court him; ibtefman, ^ge^'ral, magiftrate; 
In peace reverVl, and terrible in war; 
A thoufand ways he ch^ms the multitudes 
In fihort he will bejnecei&ry. v* 

SU.RA* 

Say . 
DeftruAive rather •«» if to day he fluhes 
Our equal, by to-morrow he will prove ' 
Our rival, and e'er long perhaps our mafter $ 
Truft me, IJcn^w him well, and therefore think 
Our party has not a moredang'rous foe : 
Perhaps his ha^igbty foul may yield to thee^ 
But play the tyrant o'er the reft; for me, 
I cannot, will not brook it — IVe devoted 
My honour and my fortunes to thy fervice i 
But I renounce my plighted faith, renounce 
Thee and thy caufe, if Caefar is preferred* 

CATILINE. 
And fo thou ihalt — Td facrifice my life 
Rather than e'er permit a haughty rival 

To 
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To foar above us — - Cvfar is our tool. 
Our inftrument ; to day I flatter him. 
To-morrow can bring down his pride,' perhaps 
Do more r-* thou know% our mutual bappmei9 
Andint'reft are my firft and^careft care. / . 

Away, UiA let Aurelia be prepar'd :* 

Go ; or her fond intruding love may ruin 

Our deep laijd fchemes, and marr the great ieBg^ : 

Return fome private way and meet me here, 

1 ymtfox Csefiur* • 

SURA. 

Nothing's to be done, 
Ifind without him — but TU waitth' event 

CATILINE. 
Farewell : remember I rely on thee 
More than on Caefar. — 

CETHEGUS. 
I ihall execute 
Your high command, and gather all our friends 
Before the flandard of ^reat Catiline* 

S C £ N S 
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CATILINE, CMSAlk. 
CATlLINBi 
Haily Godiiice Caeiar^ thou whom ftom the days 
Of SyUa I have rank'd amongft my beft 
And deareft friends^ wbofe fortunes I foretold : 
Born as thou art to be the firft of Romans* 
How fuits it with thy pride to bcthe flave 
Of a Plebeian, who for ever thwarts 
And braves thee to thy ftce ? I know thou hat'fl hints 
Thy piercing eyeobfetves impatient Rome 
Contending for her freedom, will not Csefar 
AiEfthts country to (hake off her chains I 
The caufe is Qoble, and the fate of millions 
Depends on this important criiis ; thou 
Wilt join us — look'ft thou not with jealous eye 
On Pompey ftill ? dbft thou not ftiU abhor 
The furly Cato f can*ft thou ferve the gods 
With half thy wonted zeal when the proud confuC 
Prefides at th' altar ? will thy noble fpirit 
Sear theft imperious rulers } foft Lucullus, 
Sunk in the arms of luxury and floth ; 
The greedy CraiTus, grafping his large heaps- 
Of ill-got wealth, enough to purcbaft Rome 

And 
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And all her venal fi>ns i M ev'ry fide 
Or fskEdon or cormpdon reigns ; the woxM 
Cafls out on Csebr ;. wilt thou hear her voice ? 
Wilt thou rcdreft and fiive thy falling country ? 
Win CaB&r tifien to his friend ? 

CJESAR. 

HewET/ 

And iftheienate do thee wrong, fieprfortb 

To plead thy caufe; I never will betray thee; 

But alk no more. 

CATILINE# 

Are thefe the utmoft bounds 

OfCaefitf^sfinendfliipy but to talk for him? 

CJBSAR. 
r ve weighed thy projefbj and (hall not oppoTe them | 
I m^ approve, butwou'd not execute. 

^ ' CATILINE* 
I underftand you, you are on thatiide 
Wlydi fortune &vors, and wouM fland aloof 
To mark the progrefi of our civil wars. 
And raife your fortunes on the common ruin. 

CASAR. 
No — I have nobler yiews j my hate of Cato,^ 
My jealoufy of Pompey, the renown 
Of Cicero, confpire to make me urilh 



4* C^A: T I L I N/ E.> 

I might furpafs 'em all y fair glory calls. 

The banks of Seine, the Tagus, and the Rhine j 

I pant for honour, and for vi&ory. 

CATILINE. 
If conqucft is thy aim, begin with Romei 
To-morrow we may reign the mailers of hen 

C^SAR. 
The entcrprife is great, perhaps too bold ; 
But, to be open with you, tho' 'tis worthy 
Of Catiline, it fuits not Qxfzr. 

CATILINE. 
How! 

CJE8AIL / 
(donotchuietoferve. 

CATILINE. - 
/ TofliarewithCaefar 

Were no diflionour to the oioft ambitious. 

C^SAR. 
Btft pow'r fupreme is not to be divided : 
ril not be di agg'd at Cat'Hne*s chariot wheels 
To grace his triumph : as a friend I love thee ; 
But know that friend (hall never be^my maftcr: 
Ev'n Pompcy fhall not-*Sylla, whom thy valour 
^tb nobly follow'd in the ract of gloiy ; 



Whofc 
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Whofe courfgje I adn^ire; whoie la^eisTagc ^' 
lei^diali j^bh^j enflavfdproujd RjO|ii&: T 

But he deferv'd Ac gloriotis prize, fubdof d 
Thp HdleipjOfltev «n4 n3^c:£Mphi«e» .tremble:/. , 
Afia was conquered : Mithridates* own^d . . / .',in 4 > 
His martial genius — b\^ Jj^hsil J^oble deeds 
Haft tfaou.to )}oaft ? what ki^gs haft thou fubdued I 
What feas has Cat'iine pafs'd, wbat lands explof 'd !, 
Thou haft the feeds of greatn^fs in th^ natui^^ t 
But to enflavfB^ thy couutiy is abqve ^ ^ ^ - ^ <^ 
Thy prefentpow'rs^ above thepowVs of .Cae^Cj .:, j 
We have not ftrength, authority or name r 
For fi^ch anie^rprizp. Rome ipoa muft £all ; .. ? 
But e're I wUl f^ttismpt to be her m^^ler, 
I will extend her epifire and Jher glory f . . < , 4 
And if I forge my country's chains, at leaft 
Will cover them,iir%h Iftur^ls. ; 

CATILINB. 

UtSxety perhaps. 
Is, after all, the Aovteft path to glory : . 
How' did 'yiour iio^fted 'S}dla rife' to empire i 
He had an army, fo has Catiline; ^ 
Raised by mjrfelf alone, and not, like his, ^ 
The gift of fortune: he obferv'd with care 

Tht 
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The favouraMc liour, and well improvy it : 

1 have done more ; We made the times and feafeiit 

Sub&rvieni (o me. Sylla wat a king. 

Wou'dft thoif br oms ? wilt thou be Cic'xo^i flave^. 

OJnaewltbCat'line^ 

CJB8AR. 

Neither. To be free^ 
For I no longer will diflcmble with you» 
I efteem Cicero ; but love him notf 
Nor fear him : tbo* I love, I dread not thee. 
Divide the ftnate If thou can*ft, pull down 
The pfoud oppreflbn i you have my confent | 
But hope no more, nor dare to think that Cirfar 
Will ever be thy ilave : ra keep thy fccret. 
And be diy friend or foe, a« thou delerv'ft it. 

SCENE IV. 

CATILIMS. 
If he fupports ui not, e'en let him fall 
The viaim of his folly ; Sylh knew 
And wou'd have cut him off, ^ut Syltt durft not^ 
I know he is my fecret enemy. 
As fuch I Oull be 'wait of him. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E V. 

CATIUNEi CETHEGUS, LENTULUS-SURA. 

SURA. 

. What (ays 

The mighty Cse&r? is he friend or loc f 

' CATltlNE^ 

Hb barren firiendihip only ofFers me 
A feeble aid i but we can do without him r 
Perhaps he may repent it $ and meantime 
We've better pillan to fupport the fabrick» 
Behold^ the heroes come. 

SCENE VL 

CATILINE, tin Coofpirstonr 

CATILINE^ 

HaiU bold Sutilius» 
Valiant Autronius^ noble Pifo, hail, 
Vargontes, and the reft of my brave friends^ 
Tlie firft of men, the conquerors of kings. 
The great avengers of a wpdd opprefs'd, , 

This feat of empire foon fihaH be your own: 
The vanquifh'd nations, which your valour g^n^d^ - 
Were ravifh'd from you by ufurping tyrants ; 
For thf proud (eaate ftill your blood hath flow'df 

For 
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For them Tigrancs, Mithridates fell ; 
^ For them alone ; and tdl your peoneward 
WBzhvn to ftajid at <]if^ce» and ^^p , 
Your haughty matters ; .but at length the hour 
Of viogleance' is approaching: beprepar'd 
For no inglofjoy# fMsmVf^.f lMis[99/) y. , • \ 

Your fouls wou'd fcom ^>idV,pheapIy bought i. 
But I will bring you no^le conquefb, full 
Of danger and of glory: fetze, my friends9. 
The golden opportunity : already 
I fee your foje^ eMiring at J6\kxktt.\/ ' . * , * 
Ru£h on your prey,*l)urn, plunder, and 'deftroy ; 
But, above all, let union guide your councils i 
Even now Prenefte/alb^: |fae biaye jremains 
Of Sylla's fcatter'd forces march towards us : 
I (ball command them, and kome muft oe youn. 
Petreius vanquifli'd, I fha^I clear^my way 
Even to^ftecapitol: theiiybu, my friends. 
Shall rife to empire, to a throne difgracM 
By worthlels Romans, and by you reftorM 
To its true luflre : Curius and his band 
Will open me the gates yi>uttcB me, friend. 
The Gladiatorian cohorts, where are they? 
Will tbofe brave vet'rans join our caufe ? 

. • L E N 
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DenTtulVs.' • " ' * 

i .'.* • : .\ : TheywlUr " 

Myrdf ibaiiriead them iti^'the dead of nighty 
And arm them in-this fecret place. 

CATItlfiE. . 

' ' Mount Cadius— " 



Is that recused i 



And all Is fafe. 



STATILtUS. 

IVe bribed the ccntincls. 



CATILINE. 

You to; mount Aventine 
Repair, and ibon as Mallius fhall difplay 
His colours, light your torches, fpread deftrudlion 
On ev'ry fide j let the profcribed perilhu 
Let Cic'ro (ye hav^ fwom it) be my firft 
My darling vi£Hm : Cwfar too muft die. 
And Cato 3 thefe remov'd, the fenate foon 
Will tremble and obey : already fortune 
Declares for us, and blinds them to their ruin : 
Within their walls, and almoft in their fight 
We lay the fnares of death, and mark them out 
For facrifice : remember not to take up arms 
£efbi?e th' appointed time : we muft furprife 



E're 
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£'re we deftroy : let Cicero and Rome 

Periih togethec^ and the lightening biaft 

Before the thunder's threatening voice atarma them* 

Call not this deed a foul con(pirac]r ; 

*Tis a juft war declarM againft the foes 

Of Rome and all mankind $ reclaim jrour rights^ 

The empire of the world, which baft ufurpers 

Had raviihM from you. 

(To Cethegnt andLeotulas-Siinu 
^ Hafte, ye gallant leaderSf 

Hafte to the fenate } fee your vidims there : 
Hear your proud cohful roar} 'tis the laft time 
That he ihall triumph there — now, worthy Romans, 
Swear by this fword, that with the blood of tyrants 
Shall foon be ftain'd, to perifh, or to conquer. 
With Catiline. 

MARTIAN. 

By thee and by this fword 
We fwear with thee to periih or to conquer. 

Another Conljiirator. 
Peri(h the fenate I perifli all who ferve. 
All who defend them t if therp be amongft us 
A uaitor, let him die. 

CATU 
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CATILINE. 
Away, this night 
Will finiih all, and Rome (hall beour own« 

End of the Sbcono Act. 



ACT IIL SCENE I. 

CATILINE, CETHE6U8» MARCIAN^ 
SEPTIMUS. 



A, 



CATILINE. 



.RE all things ready? do our troops advance? 
MARTIAN. 

They aye, my lord ; the faithfitl Mallius comes 
Prepared lo circle thefe devoted walls ; 
Our friends impalsent brook not dull delay. 
But urge each other to the bloody fcene ; 
We wait but thy command) appoint the hour 
When Rome muilfalL 

)CA. 
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. CATILIN*. 

Soon as* I quit the fenate 
Begin the facrifice: let this great day 
Be facred to deftru£bion : but mean time 
Take fpecial care the conful*§ bufy friends 
Do not obferve our motions. 

CETHEGUS. 

Were it not 
Moft prudent to deftroy him in the fenate ? 
He has alarm'd the people, and foro^ 
Our ev'ry a£Uon. 

CATILINE. 

Knows he the revolt 
Of Mallius ? knows he Catline's deep defigns ? 
Knows he an army is apprpaching for me ? 
Fear not, my friends, ours is no common caufe, 
'Tis fit the means (hou*d be {Proportioned to it : 
When vulgar mortals, grov'ling and obfcure. 
Form ill-digeft^d fchemes, and idle plans . 
Of future greatnefs, if one flen4er wheel 
Is broke, it overthrows the whole; ipachine : 
But fouls like ours, a firm and chofen band. 
Plans deeply laid, the conquerori of kings. 
The fons of Mars, united to fupport 

And 
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And raife cadi other, thefe muft be fuperior 
To Cic'ro's art, or Cic'ro's vigilance : 
We've nought to fear. 

CETHJgiGIJS. 

But is Prenefte ours 
la Caefar's name ? 

CATILINE. 

i 

Ay i that was my firft ftrokc 
Of policy : the unfufpedling fenate 
Will be deceived : I've whifper'd it abroad. 
That Nonnius hath confpir'd againft the ftate,. 
And half our credulous fools believe the tale. 
E'er he can cleaf his innocence, my army 
Will be in Rome, and all fecur'd : away, - 
Remove Aurelia : let no little cares 
Intrude to ftop or hurt the great defign. 

S C E N E 11. 

AURELT A, CATILINE, CETHEGUS, &c. 

AURELIA, ,. [A letter in her hand. 

There, Cat'line, regtd Aurelia*? fate and thine. 
Thy crime and thy jwft fcntcnce. 

Vol. VII. D CA- 
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CATILINE. 

Whatrafh h^d— 
UaI YisthyfathcrV 

AtJREtlA, 
Read it. 

CATILINE. [Reads the lettcf. 
^* Death too long 
^< Hath fparM me, and the «hild I lov'd too well 
*^ Muft fini(h my fad days : at length I fufFer 
^ ^ For my own follies, and that hapleg marriage 
" Which I confentcd to; I know the ploti 
•^^ Of thy vile hufband : Cscfar has betrayM n$^ 
*< And wouM have feiz'd Prencfte: thou partak'ft 
•• The treafon : but repent, or perifli with them." 
Sut how cou'd Nonnius e'er difcover that 
Which ev'n the conful knows not? 

CETBEGVS. 

This may prove 

Our rum. 

CATILINE. IToCetfae^s. 

h may turn to our advantage. 
Aurelia, I muft tell tboe all : this day 
The wodd is arm*d in Citiline's defence: 

Say 
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Sajr, in the hour ^f danger wilt thou fcrvc 
Afather or ahufband? 

AURELIA. 

To be filent. 
And trouble you n6 more, were the commands 
Which Cat'line faid on his negledled wife. 
Spite of her fond intreaties, pray'rs, and tears': 
What haft thou, further to dcfire? 

CATILINE. 

Away: 

This moment, fcncj that letter to the conful ; 

I have my reafons $ I wou'd have him know, 

That Caefar is as much to be fufpedcd 

As I am : he's accus'd, and Cat'line not 

So much as nam'd : it is §s I cou'd wifh. 

Take with thee our lov^d infant* and return not 

To bleeding Rome, till I am mafter there: 

Then thou (halt reign with me: our marriage yet 

Is kept a fecrct: V\l rfot* have it known, 

Till at the head of out vi£l^orious army 

I (hall prochurtrit iond to'Italy, 

And to the world : then fliaHthy haughty father. 

As our firft fubje£ir, humbly bend before thee, 

And fue to be forgiv'n : begone, Aurelia, 

And leave me- to my fate. I wou*d not wilh 

D 2 Thoa 
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« 

Thou (hou'dft partake my dangers or my cares : 
This night prepare to meet a conqueror. 

AURELIA, 
O Cat'line, mean'ft thou to deftroy thy country? 
Is this the daey appointed for deftru^ion? 

CATILINE. 

To day I purpofc to chaftife my foes; 

All is prcpar'd. 

AURELIA. 

Begin then with Aurciia ; 

For I had rather perifti by thy hand, 

Than live to (hare thy guilt. 

CATILINE. 

O let tbe tye 

That binds us— 

CETHEGUS. 

Drive not thus to defperation 
A hufcand and a friend^ who trufts h» all 
To thee thou'rt cntcr'd in the paths of gbry> 
And to retreat were fatal. , 

AURELIA. 

Mifefy 
And fure dcflruaion were Aurdia's fate: 

From 
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From that unhappy moment, when by thee 

And thy vile councils led, I gave my hand 

To Catiline; delpis'd, negleiflcd, long 

Have I beheld, with eyes of deteftation, , .. ^ 

Your horrid plots: ipite of myfelfyou made me 

A Vile accomplice ; but you know I lov'd. 

And bafely have impos'd upon my weaknefs : 

I bluih to think how grofly you abusM 

A woman's fond credulity ; but know 

m no longer be guilty of a crime 

Whidi I abhor : no longer ferve a tyrant : 

No, I renounce my vows, my faith to thee ; 

Thefe hands fliall rife againft thee, thou vile traitor; 

Henoefordi I am thy foe. Strike, Catline, ftrike; 

Deftroy me ; carry into burning Rome„ 

For diy firft viAim, an expiring wife 

Slain by thy hand; deftroy the hapleis infant. 

Sad pledge of our detefted nuptials : then, 

Baibarian as thou art, complete thy guilt. 

And in the blood of millions glut thy vengeance; 

CATILINE. 
And b die gende kind Aurella then . 
Amongft my foes ? thus in the nobleft war. 
That e'er was waged for freedom and for empire, 

D 3 ^ When 
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When Pompey, Caerar, Cato, arc fubducd, 
My wbrfl of enemies at lad are found 
In my own houfe^ 1 am deferted there 
For an unworthy father : threatened too. 

AURELIA. 
I threaten guilt, and tremble fco: — a hulband : 
Ev'n m my rage thoa feefl my tendernefs i 
Abufe it not, it is my only weaknefs : 
But I wou'd have thee fear-— 

CATILINE, 

Tbs^tword, Aure]i4» 
Was never mad« for Catiline— but bear n»c : 
I love tkcti yet |irefumc not on thy pow% 
Nor think I e*er will facriiice my friends. 
My noble caufe, my intercft, and my famey 
Glory and empire : no, it is enough 
If I forgive and pity thee, but know-— 

AURELIA. 
The crown thy pride looks up to I defpiie : 
I fhou'd behold it as the (hameful mark 
Of infamy ; thou fliew'ft thy love for mc 
By pity and forgivenefs ; and I mine. 
By holding back, if poiTible, thy hand 
From guilt and error— therefore will I go— 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

CATILlN^Ei CETHlSGtJS, LENTULUS. SURA,. 
AURELIA, 8cQ. 

J.BNTUi.US^SUJRA. 
We are difcover^d, loft> undone j our friends 
fietray'd) our plots unraveird sill ; Prenefte 
Not yielded to us ; Nonnius is in Rome ; 
One of our (^ies is feiz'd, and has confe&'xi ; 
Nonttiiis in open fen^te will accufe 
His fon-in-Uwi fae^s gone to CtcerOy 
Who knows too much already. 

AURELIAi. 

Now" behold' 
The fruits of guilt, and all fliy. great defigns, ^ 
Thyboafted fortunes,. empiFe,.JUid the throne,* 
Which I defpis'd : .^ne thy eyes open'd yet ? 

CATII^INE, [After ft 'knsftttfe^ 
This is ^ blow I thought not of} but fay, -* 
Wilt thou betray xne ^ 

AtTRELIA^v 

' 'Tis what thou delerv'ft: - 
My country claims, and heav'h demands it of me } > 
But I'll do more. Til fave both Rome and tbee -, - 

D 4 And 
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And tho' I have not all thy rage^ may boaft 

Some of thy courage ; love will make me brave : 

Long fince I faw thy danger, Catiline : 

'Tis come, and now I will partake it with thee ) 

rU fee my fathci*, and obtain thy life, 

Or lofe my own i I know he i$ forgiving* 

Gentle, and mild : I know he loves Aurelia, 

And will not urge too far a foe like thee, 

Dcfp'rate and brave i V\l talk to Cicero 

Who fears, and to the fenate who adores thee i 

They will be glad to think thee innocent i 

Thofe whom we fear >ye readily forgive : 

But let fincersft penitence atone 

For thy paft crimes : convi^ed guilt by thaC^ 

And that alone, can hope; fox pardon i tho* 

I know it hurts thy pride, it muft be done : 

At leaft I hope I (hall procure thee time. 

Or to quit Rome, or to defend thyfelf : 

rU not reproach thee } even when moft guilty 

I lov'd, and in misfortune will not leave thee | 

But rather die to fave thy life and glory. 

Farewell i let Cat'line leara henceforth to truft mei 

I have dclcr/d it. 

CA^ 
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CATILINE. 

Sad alternative ; 

Tt is moft dreadful — but I yield to thee; 

Remember that a huflband's plea is ftronger. 

Much ftronger than a father's : if I err. 

The crime is thine. 

AURELIA. 

rU take it all upon me ; 

Nay, ev'n thy hatred, if it muft be fo ; 

I z& for thee, and I'm latisfy'd. 

Daughter, and wife, and Roman, ev*ry duty 

£hall be pcrform'd 5 remember thine, and kee 

Thy heart as pure and fpotlefs as Aurclia's. 

SCENE IV. 

CATILINE, CETHEGUS, LENT I 

SURA, Freed-men. 
SURA. 
Is this the bold and fearlefs Catiline, 
Or Nonnius* timid fon ; a woman's flave ; 
Appall'd by phantoms ? how thy great foul 1 
Soon as^ Aurelia fpoke ! 

CETHEGUS. 
It cannot be ; 
CatHinc will never change ; his noble foul 
By oppofition grows but more refolv'd ; 
Ds 
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Prenefte loft, the feftitfc bUr atclifers, . 
We may be conqu'rors ftill, and make 'cm tremble 
Whilft they condemn us ; \^e have noble friends^ 
And will deferve them. 

SURA. 

E'er the fignars giv*n 
Wc njay be felz'd ; thou know'ft at dead of night, 
Juft as the fenate part, we had agreed 
To execute our piirpofe : what, my friends^ 
Muft be icfolv'd on ? 

CETHEGUS, . fTpCali««* 

Catline, thou art filcnt» 
And trenableft too. 

CATILINE/ 
I trembk at the bloMr 
Which I fhaH ftrtke > my fate demands k of me* 

SURA. ^ ' 

Fvenodependance on Aurelia: all 
That we can hope for Is, to fell our lives 
As dearly as we can. 

CATILINE. 

I count the tnoments. 

And weigh each circumftance ; Aurelia's tears 
Axul flatiVy will a while fufpend our fate ; 
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Cic'ro on other bufinefs is detained, 

And all is fafe s let me have arms itid meiij 

No matter whathey are, or ilaves in free, 

Aflaffins, robbers, if th^y will hut fight, 

Well have 'em : idiou hrave Septimus, and thou 

j4f deareft Martian, whofe approved zeal 

I (hall depend oii, muft obferve Ailrelia ; '• 

And Nonnius; when they're parted; talk to him 

About his daughter; tdl faimof tier danger. 

Draw hitn hj .artful tneans ta tfie dark path^ 

That leads to ih'Tibar,* feize the lucky moment, - 

And hurl him -^ ha ! Hrho-s this ? • 

S C E N B V. . 

, CICERO., 

Audacrous traitor^ 

Where art thou going-? :^eaki Ccthegus, y^ho 

Affea>bkd you ? . . 

• CATILINE. . - 

We'll .t«Il Ace in the fenate. 



There we fliaH Tec if thou art airrfwri/d^ ^ :. * 
Tbusto purfurus. . 
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€ATILINE. 
But he and Cicero (hall never meet 5 
Depend on that j away, addrefs the ferrate 
With confidrnccj and leave the reft to me : 
But whither am I going i . . ^ 

C?THEGU8. 
Ha! " 

, CATILINE. 

Aurelia I 
O gods ! what (hall I do with that proud heart? 
Rcnove her from met if I fee fWy wife. 
Bold as I am, 1 (hall ichpfe \ away. 

Eiri> of the T»xJiD Act. 
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ACT TV. SCENE 1. 
The Scene reprefejits the place p^-ej^ared fbr the tect^ 
tion of the Senate;, with part of the gallery leading 
from Aiirelia^s palace to the temple of TeUue; 
a double row of beaches in a circular form, wkK a 
feat fbr Cicero rais'd up in the middle f>f it. 

CETHEiSUS, LEMTCiUS^URA. 
SURA. 
Tliefe rev'rend &thets are lexceeding BoWy 
I tb6ug|lit€'a'. &is iJiey w<MiM hevenfM $ p<rb«p» ^ 
Uncertain yet, and tremblti^ for theic fate^ 
They know not boW to aA* 

CETHEGUS. 

Theoradte 

Of Romie^ fat % hrc Sttftis hhnfelf, cngagM 

In a continued round of toi^l, is bufy^d 

In queftioning bis prisoner Septimus^ 

Who mil if^plex'himnibffe ', 'tis^that retards 

TTieir meeting. 

..— , ' 

W^iuM to TieaT"!! that we already 

Rsd ta'rn ap^amisT I own I dpeadflie fettatr. 

That rev*re^e and attachment to the ftate. 

That facred name of country, which awakes 

The 
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The fenfe of honour in each patriot breaft ; 

I like it not* 

CETHEGUS. 

'Tis nothing but a name, 

A word without a meaning ; in the days 

Of our forefathers men rcfpefted it; 

Save a few ftubbom floics, none retain 

The mem'ry of it ; Cicero has raised 

Sufpicions only ; Cato's credit's loft ; 

Caefar is for us, what have we to fear } 

Defend yourfelvesj and Rome will be your own. 

SURA* 
But what if Cat'line, by an artful wife 
Seduc'd, at laft fbou'd leave us i we have all 
Our weaknefles, and well thou know'ft Aurelia 
Can lead him as (he liib ; he lovesf efteemfj 
And may be rul'd by her* 

CETHBGU8* 

His love wiU yield 
To his ambition. 

LENTULU8. 

Thou beheld'ft htm tremble. 

In ihorty my friend^ when tender ties like theie — 

C£ THE- 
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CETHCGUS* [Taking him afide. 

Cato apptoachesy let us liften to ^im* 

[Lcntulat and Cethegut fct down at one corner of the 
Senatc-bouie. < 

SCENE IL 
CATO eaters to the Senate with LUCULLUS, CRA8« 
SUS, FAVONIUS, CLODIUS, MURENA- 
CJBSAR, CATULLUSi MARCELLUS,&f 

CATO. [Ob fcrving the two confpiraton* 
LucuHus, mark thofedangVous men; behold *em 
In fecret cpnf 'rence ; fee, the blufhof guHt 
Glows on their Cheeks at fi^tof me*; alreacfy ' '^ , 
Treafon with bold and (hamdleii front ftalks forth 
Amongft u8» and the fenate ftill <llflbmble 
Their kiiowledge.of it ; SyUa's daemon fure 
Hath breath'd its banefifl influence o'er the foub 
Ofour blind rulecsu , . 

.CETHEGUT. 
Cato, thy rafh cenfurc 
May coft thee dear. 

. C A T O. [ Sits down, the other fenatoiv 
take their places* 
The gods of Rome fometimes 
permit a traitor's crimes to pafs unpuniih'd ; 

They cruih'd our anceftors beneath the yoke 

^ Of 
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Of crutl t^ms ; ihall impeFia} Rome, 
^ The miftrefs of die woiliy again Aibmit 
To flaf/ry ? tio : the guHt flie fpar'd in Sylbi, 
In Catline and Cc^hegus ihe ma^ punifh. 

Cato, what mean'ft thou ? thy outrageous virtue 
Can ferve no purpofe but to make thee /oes* 

CATQ. [ToGe&r. 

Caefar is ftill the fajftious leader's kitxA^ 

The patron of cocruptlont smd pre&ncet 
A fod iuKDoi»'d whatcy Jh» country f^^ 

' CA8AR. • ' ; ' • 

When danger cafls^ my coiuttiy mil nHiaf 
I am too calm, theMfbre complatn no^ CaCSk 

•CATO;. ■•' • • • 

I muft complain, muft weep the farte of Rome, 
Deferted and betra/di ndw wheie is Pompey f 
Wou'd he wevcberc to favc us ! 

« CJESAR. 

WjbynotcaU 

OnC«far? 

CATOw 
Pompey loves his oounitry* 

C-fiSAR. 
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CMSAK. 

That 
Wou'd^I dliput^ with him. 

S C £ N £ IIL 

CICERO, [ Entering; with j>recipitatiam 
the fenatDi% rift. 

Why walle ye thus in iih altercation. 

The precious time when Rome Is on the brink 

Of ruin, whilfl on you (he calls for fuccour. 

When the dread fignal is already giv'n ? 

Already is this land of freedom ftain'd 

Widi fenatbrial blood. 

J.UCULLUSU . 
OheavVsJ 

CATO. 

Whsttfe/ftAwr? 

CICERa . 
Til* equeftrtan cohort, form'd by my command. 
Were pofted where they beft might quell the foe f 
Nonnius, my friend, that generous old man. 
Who, 'midft the crimes of this degen'rate age^ 
Still uncorrupted, from Prenefte came. 
To guide ue thro' this labyrinth of treafbn, 
And lead our wand'riog ftcps to peace and fafety. 

When 
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When lo ! two bloody ruffians ruih'd upon hiofif 
And plung'd their daggers in his ^ithful heart : 
He fell : confufion foDow'd, and wild uproar 
Amongft the people : we purfued the traitors. 
Spite of the multitude that thronged around them^ 
VVnd night's dark (hade to favour their efcape : ' 
One I have feizM, and bound in chains i already 
He has confefs'd that Cat'line fet him oa« 

SCENE IV^ 

CATILINE. [Standing tip between Cato and Ciefif, 
Cethegus next to Cciari the Senate (bated* 
Yes, rev'rend fathers, know, the deed was minei 
I flew your foe $ twas Cat'line who reveng'd 
His injurM country, and dcftroy'd a traitor. 

GlCERO. 

Barbariani thou? 

CATO. 

And dar'ft thou boaft of it i 

C^SAR, 
Remember, fathers, we've no right to puniih 
Before we hear him. 

CETHEGUS. 
Speak, defend thyfelf^ 
And triumph o'er the malice of thy foes. 

CI- 



CATILINE. 69 

CICERO. 
Romans, where are we ? 

CATILINE. 

Amid'ft evil days 
And evil men, the horrors of foul difcord 
And civil war ; amidft determin'd foes, 
Whom I alone mufi conquer; Sylla's fpirit 
Infpiresonce more the haughty fons of Rome : 
With grief I fee expiring liberty. 
With grief behold this rev'rend fenate torn 
By difcord, |iorror$ fpread on ev'ry fide. 
And Cic'ro pouring in thefenate's ear 
Unjuft fu^icions : Cic'ro talks for Rome, 
But I revenge her : I have (hewn her cauie 
Is dearer far to me than e'er it was 
, To your proud conful. Nohnius was the foul. 
The leader of this foul confpiracy : 
It was a dang'rbuscrifis ; I ftepp'd forth 
And fav'd you all : thus by a foldier fell 
The daring Spurius \ thus was Gracchus flaln 
Sy the brave Scipio : who (hall puniih me 
For ading like a Roman ? which of you 
Will dare accufe me ? 

C I- 
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I, who know diy crime ; 
I, who can prove it — bring thofe freed men hcre> 
Let them be heard. Fathers, behold the man ^ 
Who has deftroy'd a fenator of Rome : 
Will ye permit him thu& to fpeak, to boaft 
Of his foul deecf, and call his crime a virtue? 

CATILINE. 
And will ye, Romans, kt this vile aocuftr 
Thus perfecuteyourfellow-citizentt 
Your beft, your nbhleft fciends i but kwsiW Irom me 
What Cic'ro cou'd not tell you, and inipn>¥c 
Th' important (ecret to your h^ft advantage : 
In his own palace, know,, tbis^impiouanuin^ 
This vile betrayer, Nonnius, had coaaeai'd 
Arms, torcheii ail the inftrumeats of .dbatfa • 

DefignM for our deftru£tton : if Rome lires^ 
She lives by me, and' to this arm you owe 
Your fafety : fend and feize them, and then fay 
What's due toCat'line from his thonkleft countiy. 

CICERO.' tTothcliaon. 

Go you to the^Iaee, bring with you the daughter 
Of Nonnius -* ha 1 thou tremblefl« 

C ATI- 
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CATILINE. 

I?'tlsfairc: 
Know, r ddpHe this mean this laff refour . 
Of dli£^>pointed malice — fathers, fay. 
Hare I not cleared oiyielf ? are you convinced f 

CiC^RO. 
I am, chat tfaoirart guilty : can ye think 
That good old man was ever capaSIe 
Of iiich detefted fraud? itwasthy art. 
Thy cunning,, milcreant, to conceal from me 
Thy treacH'iy ; therefore ilid'ft thou cHufe the palace 
Of Nonnius to (ecrete thy inftrumenCs 
Of vengeance ; there thou^ woiid'ft have hid thy guilt , 
Perhaps thou- haft feduc'd his wretched daughter : 
Alas ! Iris iatnily is not the ftiil 
Where thou haft carry'd forrow5, crimes, and death; 
And now thou woud'ft deftioy Ay country too ; 
Yet boldly dar'fty inftead of puniiliinent. 
To call for a^tpbatioo and. reward. 
O thou abandoned traitor, murthener, 
Kev3er, hppocrite ; fuch titles fuit 
Thyboafted fervices. O you, who once 
Stood forth the happypatrons of mankind; 
T*he fov'reign judges of the world, at length 
W ill ye fubmity to let a tyrant hold 

Dominion 
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Dominion o'er you, will ye 0iut your eyes 
And rufh into the precipice ? awake, 
Revenge yourfelves, or you partake his guilt :. 
This day or Rome or Catiline muft perifh : 
Lofe not a moment therefore, but determine : 

CiESAR. 
Judgments too quickly made are oft unjuft : 
This is the caufe of Rome, and therefore merits 
Our ftri£t attention : when our equals lag 
Beneath the ftroke of cenfure^ we (bou'd z8t 
With caution, and in them refpeft ourfelves : 
Too much feverity fuits none but tyrants. 

CATO. 
Too much indulgence here fuits none but traitors* 
What I ballance 'twixt a murtherer and Rome ! 
Is U not Cic'ro fpeaks, and (ball we doubt I 

CJESAR. . 

Thefe are fufpicions only; give us proof: 

The arms once found, and Nonnius' guilt confirm'dy 

CatUine deferves our praifc. 

[Turning to Catiline. 

Thou know'ftru keep 

My word with thee in all things. 

CI- 
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CICERO. 
, * O my country ! 

Rome ! O gods ! thus (hall a hero plead 
A traitor*s cauie; art thou the fenate's friend, 
Andcan'ft be Cat'lme's ? henceforth Rome has nought 
To fear but from her own ungrateful fons. 

CLODIUS. 
Rome IS in (afety ; Cfefar love^^his country. 
And we (hou'd think with him. 

CICERO. 

It well becomes 
A man like Clodius to unite with thofe 
Who plan deftru£lion, and delight in ruin : 
But wherefoe'er I turn my eyes, they meet 
With bold confpirators, or citizens 
Cold and inactive in the caufe of Rome : 
Cat'linc, without or fear or danger, drives 
The ftorm.upon us ; he profcribes the fenate ; 
Already reaps in thought the bloody harveft ; 
Marks out his vi£tims, threatens, -and commands ; 
And when I point out the dread confequence. 
Then Csefar talks of fenatorial rights. 
And Clodius joins him : Cic'ro muft be dumb : 
Cat'line has murther^d Nonnius -, he who takes 
Another's life fliou'd lofe his own ; no rights. 
Vol. VIL E No 
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No laws (hou'd plead for him : the firft great care 
Is to defend our country 5 but, alas ! 
That country is no more. 

SCENE V. 

The SENATE, AURELIA. 
AURELIA. 

Ye great avengers 
Of Innocence opprefs'd, my only hope, 
And thou, O conful, virtue's kind protedor. 
To thee my murther'd father calk for vengeance : 
O let me walh thy feet with tears — affift, 

[She falls at Cicero^s feet $ he ralfes her up. 
Revenge me : tell me, if thou canft, who flew 
My father. 

CICERO. 
There he ftands. 

XPointing to Catiline. 
AURELIA. 
Ogodsl 

cicisho. 

Twashc 

Who did the deed, and boafts of it. 
AURELIA. 

Good heav'n! 
Caa it be Cirtinc ? did I hear aright? 

O 
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bloody monfter, did'ft thou murther him ? 

[The Li^lors fupport her. 

CAT IL INE. [Turning to Cethcgus, ani 
fainting in lus arms. 

This is a dreadful fight— fupport me — this 

Is ptmifiiment enough. 

CETHEGUS. 

Why droops my friend ? 
Aurelia calls for vengeance: but if Cat'line 
Has fervVJ his country, what has he to fear ? 

CATILINE. {Turning to Aarelia. 
Aurelia, 'tis too true— my cruel duty— 
My country — think mc not fo bafe ; Aurelia 
Thou know'ft my love, my tenderncfs— but ties 
Of a more facred nature, fies— 

SCENE VI. 

The SENATE, AURELIA, Chief 6F the Li6k)rf. 
Chief of the Liaors. \ 
My Lord, 
We've fcis*d thefc arms. ' 

CICERO, 

AtNonnius's? 

E 2^ Chief 
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Chief LiAor. 

His houfe 

Was the receptacle of all : our prb'ncrs 
Accufe htm u the chief conrpirator. 

AURBLIA. 
Malice and calumny ! the lying flaves 
Firft take his life, and then deftroy hia fame: 
The wretch whofe murth*rou8 hand^ 

CICERO, 



AUREilA, 



Ooon«*^ 
JuftgodS) 



i*'or what have ye refcrv'd me { 

• CICERO. 

Sj)eak: let truth 
In open day appear : but at the fight 
Of him you- tremble ) .your dgefted eyea, 
And fudden filonce^ ibew how much you dread 
The tyrant* 

AURELIA, 
I have been to blame i Aurelia 
Alone is guilty. 

CATILINE. 

Noi thou art not. 
» AU. 
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AURELIA. 

Hence, 
Detefted monfter, I abhor thy pity, 
Difcbim aH'convcrfe, all relation with thee : 
Alas ! too late, I fee my guilt ; too late 
Confefs my crimes j yes, rev 'rend fathers ; yes, 
Aurelia knew the traitor, and conccai'd him : 
I afk'd for aid, but merit puniihment ; 
My weaknefs may be fatal ; Rome's in danger ; 
The world this day may be fubvertcJ : thou. 
Thou traitor, led*ft me to the dark ab) fs 
Of infamy ; thou mad'ft my tendcrnefs 
Subfervient to thy wicked purpofes ; * 

Curie on the guilty hour that gave my heart 
To Catiline ; to thee I have been faithful. 
But iaife to heav*n, and to my country ; falfe 
To my unhappy father : I betray'd. 
And I deftroy'd him. 

[Whiltt Aurelia is fpeaking, Cicero feems deeply afFc^ed. 
Ye avenging gods. 
Ye facred walls, and thou much injur'd fpirit 
Of my dear father, Romans, Senators, 
Behold my hulband, your invet'rate foe. 

[Turning to Catiline. 
Now, mtfcreant, mark, and imitate Aurelia. 

[Stabi berfelf. 

E 3 CA. 
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CATILINE. 

wretched Catiline ! 

CATO. 

O dreadful day ! 

CICERO. [Rifiog. 

'Tis worthy of this guilty age. 

AURBLIA. 

O conful ! 
There was a letter fentyou — murther threatens 
On cvVy fide— take heed— a!as !— I die. 

[Aurelia Is cairicd off, 
CICERO, 
Let her have needful fuccour : Aufidus 
Search for that paper— ftill arc ye in doubt j 
Still will ye fufFcr this vile murthcrcr 
To lord it o*er the fenate, fball the deaths 
Of Nonnius and Aurelia pa& unpunUh'd i 

CATILINE, 
The guilt was thine : thy rancour and fell hatred 
Of Cac'linc urged him to the deed ; ambition 
Infpir'd us both ; thy happier fortune foar'd 
Above me, thou haft been the caufe of all : 

1 hate thee, Cicero, hate Rome itfelf 

For loving thee : long haVe I fought thy ruin. 
And I will feek it ftill : the wrongs I fuffer 

ShaU 
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Shall be reveng'd on thee i thy blood fhall pay 
For mine : inconftant Rome, that now adores thee,- 
Shall one day fee with joy the mangled limbs 
Of her proud conful fcatter'd o'er the fenate : 
Remember Cat'line has foretold thy fate ; 
I haften to accomplIOi it : farewell. 

CICERO. 
Guards, feize the traitor. 

CETHEGUS. 

Let 'em if they dare. 

SURA. 
The fenate is divided : we defy thee. 

CATILINE. 
The war then is declar'd : friends, follow me. 
We muft to battle : the uncertain fenate 
WiQ think on't, and determine at their leifure. 

[He goes out with fome fenators of hi) patty. 

CICERO. 
Now, ye illufirious conquerors of the world. 
Which will ye choofe, or flavery or empire ; 
Where is the freedom, where the majefty 
Of anticnt Rome ? where is her luftre now ? 
'Tis faded all : awake, my flumb*ring country > 
Lucullus, Caefar, andMurena, liftenj 

E 4 C 
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liHen to the voice of Rome ; (he calls 
Aloud for help, demands fome gallant leader 
To fight for her j equality of rank 

Muft be refervM for happier times^ the Gauk 
Are here, Camillus muft be found, we want 
A chief, a warrior, a diAator ; now 
Name the moil worthy, and Til follow him. 

SCENE VII. 

The SENATE, Chief Liaor. 
Chief Li Aor. 
My lord, I found this letter to Aurelia 
From Nonnius : all our cares for her were vaiji* 

CICERO. [Reading the letter. 
Mo e dangers threatening ! " Caeiar, Vho betrays us, 
*♦ Would feize Prcnefte/' ha I 

[Turning to C«&r. 
Art thou too, Cae(ar> 
A vile accomplice ? this completes our woes ; 
And wilt thou bend beneath a tyrant ?— read it. 
C^SAR. 

1 have : I am a Roman, ruin comes 
'Upon us, danger is on ev*ry fide j 

'Tis well : I muft be gone : you have my anfwcr. 

C A T O. 
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CATO. 
It was a doubtful one : moft certainly 
He is their friend. 

CICERO. 

Away : let us defend 

The ftate againft them all : O Senators !' 

If Nonnius* death, if poor Aurelia's pangs,, 

If bleeding Rome, if afubverted world 

Have power to ftir up your refentment, rife,. 

Fly to! the caJ)itol, defend your godis. 

Defend your country, punifh Catiline : 

rU not reproach yoti ; tho' 'twas moft unkind,. 

To fpurn at Cic'ro, and embrace a villain.. 

But to avoid a tyrant, name your chief:. 

You, who are friends to virtue, feparatte 

From traitors. 

[The Senators feinrate themfelves from Cetljegfjs and: 
Lentulus-Sura. 

Now let us unite, my friends. 
Never let quarrels, jealoufies,. and ftrife. 
Divide us y 'tw;is by them that Sylla triumph'd.. 
For me, wherevej;^ dangers calls, I go 
^nitrepid and. inflexible : O gods I 

E Si ' Strengthem 
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Strengthen this arm, and animate this voice : 
O grant me ftill to fave ungrateful Rome f 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 

CATC, with put of the ienate in armt. 

CLODIUS. [ToCato. 

H AT I whilft thc.fenate anxiM for its own 
fafcty 

From bufy faction's powV can fcarce preferve 
Thefe facred walls ; thus (hall a proud plebeian 
Infult us ? (hall a people, born to freedom. 
Be treated like dependent flaves ? by him. 
Shall Rome's beft friends, the conqu*rors of the world. 
Be put in chains ? becaufe he is a conful. 
Shall he condemn his mailers i Cat'line's felf 
Were lefs dcfpotic, and Icfs dange.ous : 
With you I feel my countr/s wretchednefi. 

And 
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And weep her fate ; but cannot, will not, fee 
The fenate thus difgrac'd* 

CATC. 
Difgrace attends 
On thofe alone who merit it — ^but know. 
The blood of nobles, your patrician friends, 
Debas'd by guilt, fhould rank below the meaneft ; 
Thofe who betray'd us, are condemn'd to death : 
Cic'ro condemn'd them ; he who fav*d your country. 
The glorious conful, whom ye dare accufe, 
Becaufe he lovM you but too well : yet fear 
And tremble all, ungrateful as ye are 
To join with traitors^ for an equal fate 
Shall loon overwhelm you : Cat'line's at our gates. 
What Cae(ar hath determined yet we know not; 
Whether he means to fave, or to deftroy 
His country : Cic'ro bravely z&s alone. 
And hazards all for Rome, whilft you defpife 
Your beft of friends, and treat him as a foe, 

CLODIUS. 
Cato has more feverity than courage. 
And ever rig'rous^ hates not guttt fb much 
As he loves punifhment : reproach us not. 
Nor a^ the cenior when we want a friend. ' 

WhUA 
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Wbilfl the defiruStlvt flames of war furround^ 
Tis not a conful's cdlSt can defend us* 
What can your Li&or and bis fafces do, 
Againft a band of fierce confpirators I 
You talk of dangers, and of C«far*s pow'r : 
Wbo does not know that Csefar is the friend 
Of Catline ? you have pointed out the ills 
That threaten Rome ) it were a nobler talk 
To ibew us bow we may remove 'em. 

CATC. 

Yes, 
And fo I will : I wou*d advife the fenate 
To be aware of Csefar, and of — chee , 
Nay, more-rbut fee our father comes. 

SCENE II. 
CICERO, CATO, fsrtoftbelcfiaie. 

CATO. [T* CiccTO. 

Behold 
Great Cicero, the fons of thaokleis Rome : 
Approach and fave us ;^ envy*s felf (ball foon 
Fall at thy feet, in humble admiration 
Of fucb traofcendent virtue. 

CI- 



CATILINE. 9s 

CICERO. 

Friends and RomanSy 
The love of glory is my ruling paffion. 
Fame is the fair reward of human totly 
And I would wi(h to merit it from you : 
I have done little yet, perhaps hertafceT 
I may do more to ferve my country ; Rome 
Was full of open and of feciet foes ; 
Patricians, and plebeians, citizens 
And foldiers, all in wild confufion, feem'd 
To thiift for blood : I faw the gathering ftorm 
That threaten'd univerfal ruin ; faw 
The bold confpirators tumultuous rife. 
And bear down all before them : at their head 
Weie Sura and Cethegus ; them I feiz'd. 
And gave to juftice ; but the Hydra fadion 
Hadi many heads which ftill fucceffive rife. 
And mock my labours : Cat'line boldly pufli'd 
To the Quirinal gate ; by gallant deeds, 
Ahnoft incredible, he kept the field. 
And forc'd a paflage to his army % Rome 
Beheld him with amazement ; Antony 
In vain oppofing Sylla's hardy vet'rans. 
Was baffled and fubdued ; Petreius ftrove 
To fuccour him, but with unequal force 

And 
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And fruitlefs valour : thus on evVy fide. 
Surrounded by calamities, great Rome, 
The miftrefs of the world, is on the brink 
Of ruin i Cic'io trembles for her fate* 

CRASSU8. 
Whatpart had) Caefar ta'en i 

CICERO* 

He hath behavM 
As Caciar muft, with moft undaunted courage. 
Yet not as Rome couM wi(h a zealous friend 
Wou'd ad in her defence. I faw him quell 
The rebel foe -, yet after that, ftir up 
Seditious fpirits, and by evVy art 
Of fmooth infinuation, work himfelf 
Into the people's hearts. Amidft this fcene 
Of blood, methought a fecret joy o*erfpread 
His glowing cheek, whilft his all-foothing voice 
Courted applaufe, inviting Rome to be 
His Have hereafter. 

CATO. 
I was ever fearful 
Of Caeiar's pow*r > he is not to be tnifled. 

SCENE 
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SCENE in. 

The SENATE, C^SAR. 

CJESAR. 
Well : am I flm fufpcacd in the fenate? 
Is Cato's ftubborn virtue ftill my foe ? 
Of what docs he accufe me i 

CATO. 

As a friend 
To Catline^ the fwom enemy of Rome ; 
You have protected him, and leagu'd with thofe 
It better had become you to chaftiie. 

C^SAR. 
I would not ftain my laurels with the blood 
Of fuch vile mifcreants : Caefar fights with none 
But warriors. 

CATO. 
What are thefe confpirators ? 

C-flSSAR. 
A daftard croud, contemptible and vile : 
They fled like flaves before me ; but the foldiers 
Of Sylla are a formidable band. 
And boaft an able chief i from them indeed 

Rome 
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Rome hath fome caufe to fear ; Pctreius finks 
Beneath his wounds, and Cat'line marches onward ; 
Our foldlers are alarm'd : what fays our conful I 
And what has he refol/d ? 

CICERO. 

ru tell thee, C«(ar: 
Grant, heav'n, we may fucceed ! — thou haft deferv'd 
Sufpicion, but FU give thee the fair means 
To clear thy honour, and revenge thy country. 
I know thee well, thy virtues and thy frailty ; 
Know what thou canfl, and what thou dar'ft not do ; 
Know Cscfar wou'd command, but not betray, 
A noble friend, a)id a moft dang'rous foe : 
Whilft I condemn I cannot but efteem thee. 
Away : remember that the eyes of Rome, 
And of the world, arc on thee : go, Aipport 
Petreius, fave the empire, and deferve 
The loveofCato: we. have men, but want 
A gen'ral to conduct them; Csefar beft 
Can lead them, and to him alone we truft 
The fafety and the glory of mankind. 

CiBSAR. 
Cic'ro on Cxfar fafely may depend ; 

Farewell : I go to conquer or to die. 

tSait^ 
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CATO. 
YouVe touch'd him in the tend'reft part ; ambition 
Will urge him on. 

CICERO. 

Great, fouls mud ever thus 
Be treated : I have bound him to the (late 
By this firm confidence ; I know his valour 
Will now fupport us : the ambitious ftill 
Shou'd be diftinguifh'd from the traitor ; I 
Shall make him virtuous if he is not fo 
Already : courage, as dire<^ed, forms 
The mighty hero, or the mighty villain ; 
And he who is renown'd for guilt alone, 
Had glory fir'd his'breaft, to him had feen 
The incenfe poured, to Jiim the temple rais'd 
For bis exalted merit : Cat*Iine's felfi 
By me conduced, bad hloe Scipio ihone: , 
Tho' many a Sylla is in Cxiar hid. 
Yet doubt I not but Rome (ball find in him 
Her beft fupport. 

[Tnroing to the chief of the Li£l:>n, who enters .ami*d. 
Well : thefe confpirators, 
What h^ve they done ? 

Chief 
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Chief Liftor. 

My lord, the/ met the fate 

They merited, but other foea rife up, . 

Sprung from their blood j like Etna's flames, that 

burft 
From the parch'd entrails of the burning mount : 
Another Hannibal, but far more dreadful, 
Becaufe amongft the guilty fons of Rome 
He finds his trait'rous friends, is at our gates. 
A hundred voices roar for Catiline, 
Condemn your laws, and curTe your tardy fenate i 
Demand their antient rights, and cry aloud 
For vengeance on the conful. 

CLODIUS, . 

Well Indeed 
They may, while Cic'ro tramples on the laws. 
And fpurns his equals thus } perhaps the fenate ■ ■ ■■ 

CICERO. 
Clodius, no more ; reftrain thy envious tongue. 
Nor raflily blame the guilrlefs j my (bort pow'r 
Will foon be wrefteJ from me; whilft it lafts 
It ihall not be controll'd ; you will have time 
£noug)i ''^ vex 3nd pcrfecure hereafter 5 
But whilft the ftate's in danger, Cic'ro claims 

The 
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The tribute of refped : I knew too well 

This fickle world to hope for conftancy 

And candoc^from it; foul ingratitude 

Is aU that I expcd ; on falfe furmifes 

Gieat Scipio was accus'd ; he thank'd the gods. 

And quitted Rome : I too will pay my vows 

To gradoos heav'n, but will not leave you 5 no j 

My days arc all devoted to my country, • 

And all fhall be expended in her fervice. 

CATO. 
Suppofel were to fhew myfelf in R^ome, 
Perhaps my prefence might difperfe the croud. 
And be a check on Caeiar, whom I own 
I much fuipe£l : if fortune frowns upon us ■■ 

CICERO. 
We cannot do without you in the (enate ; 
I've giv'n my orders j Caefar's in the field j 
Thy great example may beufefulhere. 
And Rome's expiring glory be reftor'd 
By Cato's virtue — but behold he comes. 
And crown'd with viftory. 

[ Runs up to Cxfar and embrace) bim. 
MoftriobleCafar 

Haft thou preferv'd the ftate ? -— 

CiESAR. 
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C^SAR. 

I hope fo : now 
The conAiI will believe me — brave Petreiut 
Has gain'd immortil glory : here we fought» 
Beneath this facred rampart, in the fight 
Of our domeftick gods, that fir'd each foul 
With noblej: rage : Metellus, and Murena, 
With the brave Scipio's ihew'd in Rome's ^defenc^ 
The fame exalted courage thatfubdued 
Afiaand Carthage; they have merited 
Moft nobly of their country : touching Csefar 
Let others fpeak : the defperate remains 
Of Sylla's army feem'd to brave their fate^ 
And in the ponies of death breath'd forth 
Their curfes on us : mid*ft the general flaughter. 
The fiery Cat'line long undaunted flood. 
Fought thro' a hoft of circling foes, till fpent 
With ceafelefs toil, and cover'd o*er with wounds. 
Bravely he fell : I muft admire the foldier, 
Tho' I deteft the rebel : once I lov'd him, 
I own it; but let Cic'ro judge, if e'er 
To friend(bip Czfar facrific'd his honour. 
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CICERO. 
Caefar is mil that Cic'ro cou*d defire. 
Ail that he wifh'd, and all he hoped to find him : 
Go on, brave youth, preferve thy noble ipirit. 
And be thy country's friend; may heav'n protedl 
And guard thee : never may thy gen'rous foul • 
Be ftain'd with vice, nor falfe ambition urge 
Thy fpotlds youth to quit the paths of virtue ! 



End of the Fifth and Last Act. 
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EPISTLE DEDICATORY, 

From the T&akslatoi. of 

THE SCOTCH WOMAN 

T O 

Count L'AURAGAIS. 

SIR, 

fT^ H E little trifle which I have the honor to put un- 
* der your prote£lion, is nothing more than an ex- 
cufe for talking to you with freedom. You have conferred 
an eternal obligation oh the fine arts a;id true'tafte, by 
gcneroufly contributing every thing in your power to- 
wards a theatre at Parisy more Worthy of that illuftri- 
ous city than anyihe has hitherto fcen^ 

If we no longer fee Cafar and Pto/omyy Jthaliah^ 
tnA Jehotda^Merope and her fon, crouie4 upon! the ftage, 
and fiirrounded by a fet of wild and licentious young 
fellows ; if our reprefentations have infinitely more de^ 
cency than ever they had before, it Is to you .we are 
Vol. VU. ' f ^' indexed 
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indebted for this reformation : the favor done to us is 
list m»Tc confiderjible, as by our excellency in tragedy 
and comedy we are diftinguifh'd above all nations : 
however^ ^itli regard to otbar t}iii>gp, we may be 
rivaird, or evenexccll'd. We have fame good philo- 
fophers amongft crs, but muft fairly acknowledge that 
we are^but the followers of Hntft0n^ L9fky zniG^ileo. 
l( France can boaft of fome hiftorians, yet the Spaniards f 
the Italians^ nay and evenitbe Englijh, may in this ref* 
pe£t difpute the pre-eminence with us. Majftilon alone 
pafTes with out men of tafte here for a tolerably good 
orator; but how far beneath archbifhop Tiih^on ia 
he in the eyes of all Europ4 befide I I don't pretend t^ 
decide the merit of men of genius, nor is my hapd 
ftrong enough to bold the ballance between them ^ ] 
only t^ll you what other people think, and you, firy 
who have traveird^ muft know that every people has 
its favorite authors, whom it alwajcs prefers to tbofe of 
other nations* 

If you dcfcepd from works of wit to thofe where U&e 
band is principally concerned, what paintef have mc 
comparable to th^ great Italian mafters I 'tis only indeed 
in the Sopffodion art that we are allow'd by all the 
world to excel ^ and diis, no doubt, is the ftaloii 
why, ia many parts of luify^ they oft^ jpby oiK 
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pieces, eitber in our Unguage or theu* own, and that 
French theatres arc found at Ptterjbourg and Vienna. 

All that cou'd be found fault with in our ftage was 
die want of a^Lon and (cenery : our tragedies were 
often nothing iaMit long converfation^ in five a£ts. How 
Qou'd we hazard tbofe pompous fpe£bicle8, thofe ftrik- 
Hig :PV^ur|g^ diofe grand and terrible adions, which, 
veil con4v%d9 b2iv« the fineft cffe£l ; how were we 
to bring the bleeding body of Cajar on the ftage ; how 
90if'^ yt^ {n^ a defpefate* ^uee^ go down into her 
hufband's tomb, and come out of it again dying by the 
brnd'Of ber fpn i • was it poffible to do this in the mid'ft 
ff a<ci«ud tt^bid from, the view of the fpedbtors^ 
mother, /on, tomb and aU^ and took^w^y all the ter- 
ipr pf thfs &m^ by ^ coatraft truly ridiculous ? 

Fmn^ tbefis gl^i|9g 9bfurditi^& yoq^ fu-, have in a 
gf!i^ I9eafi^;^.4st4i9frj^e j ao^- wbejp ^ny writers of geni« 
x^iM^ r^fe j^p x^^le^ uniting die pomp of fcenery^ 
and the lively reprefentation of wa&ion, at the fame 
Vni^^tjh.prGf'aUe ^ndWFe&ing, to Aipng thoughts, 
aiilLitlv»t 6w ^^ WtywJ |*9etry whi^J? <FPpftitutes tty; 
true 4nerU of ^c^r^n^ i to y,oi/, i;r^ whenever that 

I I III' 1 1 11 III ■ I I i n > i 1 1 ■' I II I p^T^Tw^i^»^— yi^Mp— * 

Fa ihall , 



59<5337fJ 



( 1(50 ) 

4hall happen, wU be due the thanks of ofur poftcrity. 

But we muft not leave the care of this to pofterity, 

but have the courage to tell our own age what ufeful 

and noblb works our cotemporaiies are able to produce : 

Ac jiift praifc of merit is a perfume rcferv'd only to 

embalm the dead. Let a man do any thing ever fo 

well, whilft he lives, nobody makes mention of it'; or 

rf they do, his merit is always extenuated, or detrac* 

ted from : and the moment he is dead, that merit is as 

much exaggerated, on purpoieto leflen the reputttiofi 

of thofc who are ftill living. 

I wou*d at leaft have aH who read this fittle work 
know, that there is in Paris more than one worthy and 
unfortunate man whom you 'have relieved; and that 
whilft you fpend yourlclfure hours in thelaborious and 
painfiil revival of an ufeful art loft in Jfia^ where it 
was invented, you have revived alfo a fecret yet more 
rare, that of ai&fting indigent virtue by concealed 
charity and beneficence. 

I am not -ignoramthat there -is at Parisj tnd in 
what is caird the polite worid, a ' fee of men, m4io 
wouM ridicule thofe good a<5Uonii whidi they arc not 
capable of performing ; and it is my knowledge of 
diem^ &^ which doubles ray reaped for you. 

P. S. 
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p. S. There i< no occafion for figning my name t* 
this letter^ as I have never put it at the bottom oC 
any of my works ', and when the world fees it at 
the head of any book, or in any play-houfe bilU 
let them place it to the account of the bill-ftickec 
or the bookfeller* 
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To the G i N T L £.M E N of P A Rl S. 

Gentlemen, 

T Am obliged by the iHuftrious Mr, F ■ to cxpofe 
^ myfelf toyou face to face : I ihall talk to you 
Respectfully and Sentimentally ; my com- 
plaint fhall bemark'd with decorum, and enlighten 'd by 
the TORCH of truth, I hope Mr, F will be con- 
founded when he comes face to face before thofe honeft 
gentlemen who are not us'd to. favour the male praflifes 
of thofe, who, not being fentimental, make a trade of 
infultlng. Tierce & Quart, without any provo- 
cation, as Cicero fays in his oration pro Murena, 
page 4. 

My name, gentlemen, is Jerom Carrey and I am a 
native of Montauban^ a poor man, without any friends 
Of fortune ; and as I have ctHng'd my mind about going 

to Montauban bccaufc Mr. L, F. — — , of P , pcr- 

TeCL*!^ fll9 therC) I am come to implore the protedion 
of the Part/tans. I hsvc tranflatcd the comedy of the 
ScotcH'Woman from Mr. Hum£. Tlie comedians, 
both French and Italianj wou'd have reprefented it, 
and it might have been play'd perhaps five or fixi times, 
but Mr* F — «» freely employs all his intereft and au- 
thority 
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diority to prevent mj tranflation from appearing : he 
who, whilft he was a jef«it, cncouragM young men 
fo much, is now their enemy : he has wrote a whofc 
paper againft me, and begins by malicioufly giving it 
out, that my tranflation comes from Geneva^ on pur- 
pofc to make me suspected for a heretic. More- 
over, he calls MR, HuMfi Mr. Home; and after- 
wards fays, that Mr. Hume the •tlergyman,^ j^nthor of 
this piece, is no relation of Mr. Hums the philofojfter. 
Let faimoniy confuit the journal SncycUpedique of the 
tnonchof Aprils '75^ wUic^ l^^ook upon to be the 
beft of a hundred and fixty-threc journah 4iat appear 
*Ji Eur&pi €9trf fflomk ; there Tie wSl meet Mnfli *this 
piece of mtelligence, page 137. ' '•' 

Tn)€ aiahor sfDottglas is 9fu Hum\Pi acQrgytkans »-^i»» 
iion tf tbi famous David Hume^ fo- well '\ttoUM yif 
his knpiity, ' . . .! 01 i.u I It : ipi 

I cuinot poflibly fell wheth<<r ^M»ii{^(Mf £)»IV 
is iMPiovs or nots if h^ is^xh 9<n: (¥lf^ (<>%il| 1if% 
fliall pray to God foriiim as I ought ; it fi1!miiA(*# 
ever, that Mr. Hume^ the clergyman, the relatwrtbf 
David Hun^y i^Saashof of,4^htf'^a it i Hil>Mij«? Vyhi<ai is 
all we wanted tor proveu I moMmixib my ihame; that I 
did hdiiewUrh to be his bibthbr ; but be he bother 
or cottfin, ceitain it is, thathe 'is dte auil^r^f. thp 
F 4 Scotch- 
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Scotch -woman. It is true indeed, that in the jotfrnal 
above-cited, the Scotch-woman is not exprefsly named j 
mention is only madei of Jgis and Dougla/sf but that is 
a trifle j fo undoubtedly is he the author of the Scotch* 
woman^ that I have by me feveral of his letters, where-* 
in he thanks me for having tranflated it, one of which 
1 ihaU fubmit to the cbariuble reader. 
My dear Uanflator, 

** You have comniitted many blunders in your per- 
** formance, you have quite fpoil'd the cbarader of 
*< W ASP, and ftruck out his puniihmeot at the end 
«• of the piece, &c." 

It is true that I hay« Ibften'd a little the features of 
'Wasp^ but it was by advice of Ibme of the beft judges 
in P^h : the f^r/JwApoIitenefs will not admit of fooie 
fhnktvMchEngltfif freedom makesfiofcru[fc of adopt- 
ing : if I am to blame, it is from excefs of delicacy , 
ipd I bopeiho gentlemen of Paris^ whofe proteAion 
I kmfkmtt viR pardon the faults of my piece, in con. 
•f my extreme unwiltingnefs to offend 



Mr. A>wAMMtoJuive writfietthis comedy folely 
to introduce ff^aJPy wh^raas I hafesctrehcb'd as much 
as I pof&bly cou*d of his charader, as I have likewSe 
part of lad/ Jkon's^ that I might depart lefs from 

your 
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jrocit fvaaners, and convince you at the fiuite time of 
»y great rtfpeA for the ladies. Mr. F~ — j wiAta 
Yjewiif prgudicttig me, iays, in his paper, p. ii4>. 
•chat he is himielf firequendy caird ffa/pi and that many 
perfens of merit have fiequently given him diat name ^ 
but pcay^ gentlemen, what has this to da with the 
Englifli chara£ter in Mr. Htimis play ? you fee be 
only wants a pretext to deprive me of that pro- 
te^on which I am here intreatlng you-to honor me 
with : but pray> gentlemen, obferve how far hts ' 
malice carries him: be fays, ;jp. 1^15, that a report did/ 
foralong time prevail, that he had bcencondc^n*d to. 
the gallies, but affirms, that the fentence did never 
take place; but really, gentlemen, whedver he evet 
was ient to the galUes, or may be hei^aft^r, what haa« 
this to do with a tranilation from an Englijb comedy, f 
he talks of the reafons, which he fays might havGr 
brought this misfortune upoi^ him : I fhall not enter 
into his reafons ; whether they be gpod or not, can. 
give Mr. Hum^ no concern: whether he goes to the- 
gallies, or not, I am equally the tranflgtor of the S^tch- . 
woman. I beg, gentlemen, your protefiion againflr 
bi#n,, and that you willjeceive this little piece witk. 
E 5. tbdt;: 
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that indttlgehce which you always {grant to ftrangen* 
I have the honour to be, with the ^rofi^oftdeft r^^pt&% 
Gentle meh, 

your moft obedient huihble fcrvant, 

JSRCM CaRR]^. 

nztlyet>( Montattbmt^ living near the Impasss 
of St. Thomdt ; I call Impasse, gendetnen^ what you 
term Cu oe Sac, as a ftreet, I apprehend, can flgaify 
neither an a— e nor a fack ; therefore b^ you will 
inake ufe of the word Impasse, which i$ noble, lbn#- 
Tous, intelligible, and abfoluteiy neceflary, inftead «f 
Cu, andinfpitcoffirF-—*', heretofore fii*-*— 
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A D V E R T I S E M E N T; 

THIS letter from Mr. Jtrom Carre hzd its de- 
fired cffeft. The piece was rcprcfcntcd the 
b^inning oi Augujl^ ij6o: they began late, and 
fomebody afking why they ftaid fo long, perhaps, re- 

ply'd aloud; a man of wit, Mr. F is gone up to 

Ac Hatel'de-VilU. As this Mr. F was weak 

enough to fancy himfelf pointed at in the comedy of 
the Scotcb^lf^omanj tho' Mr. Hume had never feen him 
in his life, the audience were kind enough to be of 
the fame opinion. The comedy was got by heart, by 
half the town, before ever it was played j and not- 
withftanding, was received with prodigioifs applaufe. 
f ■■ - waf wwk ffipu^h to affert, in a certain paper* 
CiDcd V\Hiiil LlTERAIRE, that the Scotcb-lFomana 
iucceft WIS owing to 4 cabal of twelve or fifteen bun- 
dled pf rfisitf, who b^d a fovereign hatred and con-r 
tempt for him 5 but Mr* J^rcm Carre was far from 
foaldag my fu^h rab;Us : all Fans knows he is incar 
pable of d«ing it ; befides^ that h^ h^Mi ^eyer (kt fje^ 
QtiF^'''^^f aqd iCpi^ld mt CQW^ivc the reaiyn why 

all 
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all the fpe^lators Teemed to find him out in the cha« 
ra£ler of Wasi». A famous lawyer, tt the fecond 
reprefentation, cried out, courage, Mr. Carre^ re- 
venge the public. The pit and boxes applauded this 
fpeech by repeated claps. Carre^ on quitting the 
theatre, was embraced by above a hundred perfons. 
How much we are obliged to you, faid they, Mr. 
Carrey for doing juftice on this man, whofe manners 
are even more detcftable than his works : O gentle- 
men, replied Carre^ you do me more honour than I 
deferve \ I am nothing more than the poor tranflator 
of a comedy that is full of intereiding fcenes and good 
morality. 

As he was talking thus upon the ftairs, he was 
faluted with two kifles by the w— of /*— — : how 
much I am obliged to you, faid (he, for thus puniih- 
jng my h— -, but you will never make him better. 
The innocent Carre was quite confounded ; he could 
not conceive how an Englijb charaSer ' ihould be 
taken for a Frenchman^ named /''—«—, and that all 
France (bould thus compliment him on fo good a like* 
nefs. The young man learned by this adventure, 
hoW much caution is neceflary in the world ; and 
found out at the iamt time, that whenever one 

draws 
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draws a good portrait of a ridicukus feOow, diere 
will be always ibmie one found out that muft re-r 
(emble him. 

The part of Wj^st in the play was very inconfi-^ 
derable, and contributed but little to its real merit or 
fuccefs ; for in ieveral of the provinces it received as 
much applauie as at Paris. It may, perhaps, here be 
anfwered, that this Wasp was as much efteemed in 
the provinces as in the capital ; but it is more pro- 
bable^ that the fuccefs of Mr. Hume's piece was owing 
to the lively and interefting fituations to be found in it. 
Defcribe a coxcomb, and you may only fiicceed with 
a few perfoiis ; make your play interefting, and you 
will pleafe all the world. 

Be that as it may, we will lay before our readers 
the tranflation of a letter from my ♦ Lord Bold- 
thinker, to the fuppofcd Hume, on his piece 
called the Scotch-fFoman. 

*« I believe, my dear Hume^ you have yet Jbme ta-* 

i* lents which you are accountable for to your country : 

** It is not enough to have facrificed this vile Wafp to 

<* public derifion, on all the ftages in Europe^ where 

*• your amiable and virtuous Scotch-fPman appears ! do 

'* more, 
* Lord BdsAgbroke. 
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** more, Ihefeech yon, expprcf on th^ ftije aU tbo(e, 
-•« bafe petfettitxars of Jiterature, all thofc hypocrites, 
<* who, blackened with every vice themfelvea, calum- 
*< niate every virtoe in oth r$ ; briiig before the 
** public -tribunal, thofe enraged fanatics who, fpit 
^^ th^ir v^nom on innocences tbofe falfe flave^ who 
*« fawn on you with one eye, and threaten you with 
*? the other ; who are afraid to open tbeir mouthg be- 
** fore a philofopher, and endeavour fecretly to ruin 
** him ; ej^pofe in open day, thofe deteftable cabals 
<^ chat would bury mankind OJice rtore in jjarknei^ 
^* and ignoi^ance. You have already keptTdi^ce tioo 
*^ long ; nothing is gained by trying to fofteji the 
<* obftinate and perverfe. There is no ofber means to' 
** render letters refpcSable, but by making thofc 
** tremble who injure thera* Popf had recourfe to 
** this before he died : in his. Dunciad he branded 
'' all thofe with everlafting ridicule who had deferved 
** it J they difappeared immediately, and rofe up no 
** more : the whole nation applauded hfrn. If the 
'* malevolence and ill-nature of the world did jit iirft 
** give fome degree, of reputation to the enemies of 
'' Pope and Swifts realbn foon recovered her rights. 
** Our Zoilus's are feldom fupported for any long 

- " time. 



(Ill) 

^< time. Satire is a weapon which we ought to make 
<* life of m vindication <af human nature : it it hot 
<* only the Pantolabi and Nomentani, but the Anitus's 
•* and Mditu^'s of the age, whom we ought to fcourge. 
^ Good verfe may tranfmit to pofterity the glory of 
** worthy men, and the infamy of bad ones. 'tSo 
*^ on in your labours, you will nevtir want proper 
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PREFACE. 

fnpHE comedy, a tranfladon of which we have 
-^ here fubmitted to the lovers of literature, was 
written by Mr. HurtUi paAqrofthe church of £iijv* 
turgh, already well known by his two fine tragedies 
played at London y a relation and friend of the cele- 
brated philofopher Mr. Hume^ who has with ib much 
boldnefs and fagacity founded the depths of metaphjr* 
fics and morality. Thefe two philofophers do equal 
honour to Scotland^ their native country. 

The comedy, entitled the Scotch- fFomanj kerns to 
be one of thofe performances which muft fucceed in 
every language, as it is a lively portrait of nature,who is 
every where the fame : the author has all thefimplicity 
and truth of the valuable Goldoni, joined, perhaps^ 
to more intrigue, plots and fpirit. The cataftrophe, the 
character of the heroine, and that ofFRE£PORT, are 
different from any thing that has ever been exhi-* 
bited on the French ftage, and yet is all pure nature. 
This piece feems written in the tafte of thofe Englijb> 
romances, which have of late years been fo well re-« 
ceived : there is the fame fine pidure of the manncrsi^ 
and fome lively touches ftrongly refembling them \ 

nothing 
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nothing ftiff or laboured; no affection of wit, or 
coiitemptible defire of (hewing the author^ inftead 
of his cbarafters ; nothing foreign to the fubjed ; no 
parade of learning, or trivial maxims to fill up thQ 
vacancy of the fcene : common juftice obliged us to 
fay thus much of the celebrated author. We muft, 
at die fame time, confefs, that we thought our* 
fdvesy by the advice of fome excellent critics^ under 
a neceffity of retrenching fomething from the part o* 
WdJ^ in the laft ad; he wa$ puni(hed, as it waS 
f cry prqper he fbould be, at the conclufion of the 
piece s but this poetical juftice feemed to throw in a 
degree of cddnels that hurt the lively and interefting 
cataniophe* 

The charader of JFaJ^ is withal fo hafe and de«» 
teflable, that we were willing to fpare our readers the 
too frequent view of a thing rather diiguftful than 
comic : we own, indeed, that it is in nature s for in 
all great cities, where the 'freedom of the prels fub« 
fifts, we always find fome of thefe wretches who get a 
livelihood by their impudence; thefe fubaltern Are* 
timsj who get their bread by doing and fpeaking evil, 
under the pretext of ferving the caufe of literature ; 
as if the worms that gnaw the fruits and flowers, 
could ever be ufeful to them. 

One 
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Ortcr of thofe ilkjftricjw^ litterati, or te Mpveb oor- 

ftlvcs more froperfy, one of thofe two men of 
genius, irt\o prcficfcd over the DUfionaire Entjclo^ 
ptdique^ Aat work ft) neccffhry to mankiird, the fuf- 
penfion of which has put all Ettnpe into a pantc^ 
ortc of thefe fine great men, in fomc cf&y^ com- 
J)ofed by hifn for his amufement on the art of comedjr, 
has rrtoft ju(Jrcroufly remarked, that we Ao»W bf ing 
Oft th* f^age the fereral ftattes aird conditioiw of men. 
The emiployment otMt. Mume\ iVaff^ i»in England 
z kind of bufmefs -, thefe is even » tax raife^ on she 
paipcfs written by thefe gentlemen. ' Nekher the bu« 
finely nor the charatEler, feem worthy of the Rmch 
ftagc, but the Englljh pen contemns nothing, btit 
often takes plcafure in reprefcntmg objefts, whofe 
itieannefs would offend other nations. The Englljb 
neudr miiK^ whether the fiibjec^ be low or not, pro- 
lAl«<f it he true : they tell' us that comedy has a right 
taiiandle all cbarafieri, and all conditions ; that every 
diing which is in nature ought to be painted ; that we 
have a falfe delicacy, and that the moft contemptible 
charaAer may ferve as a contraft for the bcfl and moft 
amiable. 

' ^1 muft here a Id, in juftifiration of Mr. /ftwrr, that 
he has had art enough not to bring on his Waj^ \ but 

in 



( ti5 ) 
in thofe parts where the ftory h not ifttereftJng, he 
has itnttated thofe " painter^ Xvh'o give us a tdaid, d 
lizard, or a fnake, in'tfrit; corner of the plSurc, ftffl 
preferving th^ digmty of the principal figures. 

What ftfikes ifc -fholk remarkably irt this piece, ijn' 
that the utiitfes ^f time, place ^frd adion, are fcrtri. 
pulotiily obferved. ft hai'vrifhal aineyit very feMtnA 
found in Engiijh ot IlktiaH plty^y that the (bge i^ 
never empty. Ndthiitg is i^€ obtrtmeln^, or ttiore 
difagreeabi^, tkatl fa (^ tWdi ^bts g6 o^, ah<l tW6 
others oome j)t} in- their plac#^ without being called 
or expcaed. Thislimoferabte ftiult fe not t«:,^^tiftd 

VTifb vegacdi to-! the nature »f cfais.^ebe,' it'l^ 

.property fpeakiiig, high comedy^ wM^'st litlktwr^-c^f itHt 

ficRplQ^. Tin: ttoa 0f true tafte and dehcacy prtffei? 

|tbs ^©.^.-t^ rfoi4 l^^iv^lgfvn.lamhjber* - Ti^sff «i?e 

fonie parts of it fo tender, as even to ,ix«w \ tears, 

tboMsh tfkla^i a ft«(H«Alt%ditic&iiCaF the paiheAc in 

any of die^ara(^s^ far in like manner, as true pies^ 

fantry confifts in o/ot endeavouring to be pleafant^ fo 

be who moves us peyer labours to do it : he is no 

rhetorician, every thing comes^^ from the heart. Wo 

be to him io any kind of writing, who is over fond-pf 

pleafing ! We are not certain whether this piece 

could 
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could poffibly be rqirefented at Paris; our condition 
and manner of life, which prevents our going often 
to public fpedacles, make it impoffible for us to judge 
what tStSt an Englijh performance would have in 
Franci : we ibali only iky, that, in fpite of all our 
endeavors to do juftice to the original, we are far from 
coming up to the merit of Mf, Humis exprcffiona» 
which are always ftrong and natural : but the princi* 
pal beauty of this comedy is the excellency of its mo- 
ral, fuitable to the gravky of the author's fiioftian, at 
the fiune time that it has all thofe lively graces» wiuch 
«re fo agreeable to the polite world# 

Comedy Aus written is certainly one of thenoblcft 
dforts of the human foul : we muft wdoKnMgt it 
Is an art» and a very difficult one: any body may com. 
pile hSt$ I It k taSy to learn trigonometry i but cveij 
art mpiires geiiius» and genius is extremely rare and 
uncommon. 

We cannot fiaifk dils preface better Aanby an e«* 
trad from our countryman MniU^ on fpeAades : 

** I have pla/d the principal parts in the Latin tra* 
gedies of Buchanan and Muretus^ which were ex* 
tremely well reprefented in our college at Gmenm: 
Jndnas Goveanus^ our prindpal, was in this, as wdl 

SI 
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IS every other reiped, certainly one of the beft prin- 
cipals in France^ and always fuperintended thefc 
things. It is an exercife which I am far from difap- 
proving in young perfons of faihion ; even our prince^ 
ba?e often praiSifed it in imitation of the antients, nor 
kas it reflected any difgrace upon them : men of ho. 
nour may engage in the profefEon as they did in 
Gretce : Ariftoni tragaco a^eri rem aperit i buic ^ ge^ 
nus l^ fortuna honefla erant : ntc ars^ quia nihil tale 
apud Graces pudori eftj ea deformabat. I have always 
thought them ridiculous who condemned fuch inno- 
cent amufentents ; and thofe very unjuft, who will 
not permit comedians to come into our cities. Good 
policy always endeavors to bring people together, as 
well for fports and exercifes, as for the moft ferious 
zQ^ of devotion; it increaies friendfhip and ibciety, 
and it is certainly right, that all paftimes (hould be 
carried on in public, and in the view of the magi- 
firates. The prince, I think, fliould fometimes gra- 
tify the people at his own expence \ and it would be 
very proper, that, in populous cities, fome particular 
places ihould be fet apart for public fpe£lacles, which 
might ferve to divert the vulgar from virorfc employ- 
ments. To return to my purpofc : there is nothing 

like 
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liV:e allmiliig tht paflions and affe&ions^ othcrwiib we 
Ofily make aiTes loadod with books : knowledge, to be 
agreeable, jhould not only lodge wkh» but ihouU be 
married to us *« 

• Thrt tnrfiice, with the two epiftles dedicatory, contain nothing 
ytry intelligible ot: cntoruining to an ^figl/fifrt^dtt^ but &• tbey 
areinfened in all the editions of the original, it was thought 
proper totranilate them. Ooe.caDnoti»dced eafiiyfind out aay ica- 
fon, why Mr«Voluire chofe to father this comedy on Mr. Haaiui 
or what rad it could anfwer to teU fomany long ftories about a 
comedy^ which^ the reader wi(l fe?, it/ after alJj but a very in- 
different peiformance. 



THE 



DRAMATIS PERSONS. 

♦ Mr. Williams, matter of a Coffcc-houfc* 
Mifs LiKDON, a Scotch- Woman. 
Lord MoNTfioss, a Scotchman. 
Lord Murray. 
Polly, maid to Mlb Lindon. 
Freeport, a Merchant of London* 
Wasp, a Writer. 
Lady Alton. 

Several Englifh Gentlemen frequenting the Coffee* 
houfe, Servants, Meflengers, (sTr. 

SCENE LONDON. 

* Amongft the Englifli and Scotch namei, Mr. V. hat mkrttd 
one that fcems to have no relation to either, and called his 
coifee-houfe keeper FABaici. I have taken the liberty to alter 
it to Williams. 
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THE 

COFFEE-HOUSE: 

O R, - 

THE SCOTCH WOMAN. 

A 

COMEDY* 

A C T I. S C E N E L 

The fccne reprefents a coffee-houfc, with apartments 
on the fame floor on each fide communicating with 

it. 

WASP* [At one corner of the room reading 
the papers. Coffee, pen and inkj 
&c. on the table before him. 

A Plague on this vile news ! here are places and 
penfions given to above twenty people, and no« 
thing for me [ a prefent of a hundred guineas to a 
-Vol. VII. G fubaltern 
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fuballern for doing his duty ! a great merit indeed ! fo 
much to the inventor of a machine to leflen the nitm- 
ber of hands ; (b much to a pilot ; fo much fettled on 
men of letters, but nothing for me ! here's another 
penfion, and another — but the deuce a farthing for 
Wafp [hi throws down the paper and walks about] and 
yet I have done the- ftate fome fervice ; I have ivrote 
more than any one man in England ', I have rais'd 
the price of paper ; and yet nothing is done for me : 
but I will be revenged on all thofe whom the world 
calls men of merit : I have got fomething already by 
fpeaking ill of others ; and if I can but contrive to do 
them a real mifchief, my fortune is made. I have 
prais'd fools, and calumniated every good quality and 
perfeAion of human nature, and yet cari fcarce live 
by it: in ihort, to be a great man, you muft not be 
content with flanderand deftru^on, but endeavour to 
be really hurtful. [70 the majler of the coffu-houfe.] 
Good morrow to you, Mr. Williams. Well, Mr. 
Williams, every body's affairs, I find, go well but 
mine \ it is intolerable. 

WILLIAMS, 

Indeed, indeed, Mr. Wafp, you make yourfelf a 
great many enemies. 

WASP^ 
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WASP. 
I beliere I excite a little envy. 

WILLIAMS. 
On my fbul I believe not j but rather a pai&on of a 
very different kind : to be free, for I have really a 
fiiendihip for you, I am extremely concerned to hear 
people talk of you as they do : how do you contrive 
to be ib imiverlally hated i 

' WASP. 
It is becaufe I have merit, Mr* Williams. 

WILLIAMS. 
That may poffibly be ; but you are the only peiibn 
who ever told me fo : they fay you are a very ignorant 
fellow; but that is nothings they fay, moreover, 
that you are ill-natured and malicious ; that gives me 
concern, as it muft every honeft man. 

WASP. 

lafCireyou I have a good and tender heart. I do 
indeed now and then fpeak a little freely of the men ; 
but for the women, Mr. Williams, I love 'em all, 
provided they are handfome. As a proof of it, I muft 
ablblutdy infift on your introducing me to your ami- 
G 2 ' able 



124 The COFFEE-HOUSE: Or, 

able lodger, whom I have never yet been able to Coit- 

vcrfe with. 

WILLIAMS. 
Upon honour, Mr. Wafp, that young lady will 
never do for you ; for flic never praifea herfelf, or 
fpeaks ill of any body clfe. 

WASP. 
She fpeaks ill of nobody, becaufe, I fuppofe, flie 
knows nobody r an't you in love with her, Williams I 

WILLIAMS. 
Not I indeed, fir } flie has fomething in her air ib 
noble, that I dare not think of it^befides, hervir* 
tue— 

WASP. . ILaughinj, 

Ha ! ha I ha ! her virtue indeed ! 

WILLIAMS. 
Why fo merry, flr? think you there is no fuch 
thing as virtue ?— but 1 hear a coach at the door^ and 
yonder is a livery fervant widi a port-m^nteau an his 
hand > fome lord coming to lodge with me, perhaps, 

WASP. 
Be tuttf my dear friend, you recommend me to him 
iM foon as poflible* 

SCENE 
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S C E NE IL 
Lofd MOMTROSS, WILLIAMS, WASP. 
MONTROSS. 
You, lb> I fuppofe, are Mn Williams* 

WILLIAMS. 
At jour fervice, fir. 

MONTROSS. 
I Ihall flay here only a few days. (Proted ipe, 
heaven, unhappy as I am !) I am reconunended to . 
yoo, fir, as a wonhy honeft man* 

WILLIAMS. 
So, fir, we ought all to be. You will here, fir, I 
tdieve, meet witlftdLdie conveniencies of life 1 a to- 
lerable good apartment, and my own table, if you 
dtnle to do me die honour to dine at it, and the 
amoiement of coffee-houfe converlation. 

MONTROSS. 
Have you many boarders with you at piefent ? 

WILLIAMS. 
Only one young lady, fir, very handfome and ex- 
tremely virtuous. 

G3 WASP. 
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-WASP. 
O mighty virtuous, ha ! ha ! 

WILLIAMS. 
Who lives quite retir'd. 

MONTROSS. 
Beauty and youth are not for me. Let me have an 
apartment, fir, if poffible, entirely to myfelf. (What 
do I feel !) Have you any remarkable news in Lon- 
don? 

WILLIAMS. 
This gentleman, fir, can inform you : he talks and 
vfrites more than any one man in England} and is ex* 
trcmely uieful to foreigners. 

M0MTH0S8. [WtiUagabMl* 
I have other bufioefi. 

WILLIAMS. 

ril ftep out, fir^ and get things ready for you. 

[Extt* 

WASP. [Afide. 

This gentleman, I fuppofe, is juft arrived in Eng* 

land : he muft be fome great man, for he (eems to care 

for nobody. [Turning to MontrofsJ] Permit me, mj 

lord. 
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Uxd, to prefcnt to your lordlhip my refpe^V; my 
pen and felf, my lord, are at your lordihip's fenrice. ^ 

MONTROSS. 
I am no lord, fir : to boaft of a title, if we have 
Qpe, is the part of a fool ; and to afllime one whei^ 
we have no right, that of a knave. I am whati am ; 
but pray, ^fir, what may be your employment in this 
boufe? 

WASP. 
I don't belong to the houfe, fir ; but I fpend moft 
of my time in die coiFee-room s write news, politics, 
and ib forth, and am always ready to do an honeft 
gentleman fervice. If you have any friend you want 
to have prais'd, or any enemy to be abusM ; any au- 
thor you want to protcdl or to decry ; 'tis but one 
guinea per paragraph: if you are defirous of culti^ 
Tsdng any acquaintance for profit or pleafure, fir, I 

am your mam 

MONTROSS. 

And have you no odier bufineis, fiiend? 

WASP, 

O fir, it is a very good one, laflure you. 

G4 MON: 
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MONTROSS. 
And have you never been (hewn in public with a 
pretty iron collar about your neck ? 

WASP. 
This fellow has no notion of literature. 

SCENE III. 

WASP (Sitting dawn to the tatile) fevenil people walk- 
ing about the coffee- hou^e ; Muntrofs comes 
forward. 

MONTROSS. 

Will my misfortunes never have an end ? profcrib'd, 
banifh'd, condemned to lofe my head in Scotland *, in 
my dear native country : I have loft my honours, my 
wife, my fon, my whole family ; except one unhappy 
daughter, like myfelf a miferable wanderer, perhaps 
difhonour'd ; and muft I die without taking reveogc 
on Murray's barbarous family ? I am rafed out of the 
book of life ; I am no more ; even my name is wrefted 
from me by that cruel decree: I am but a poor de« 
parted ghoIV, that hovers round its tomb. 

[One 
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[ One of the gentlemen in the cofFeerhoufe flapping Wafp on 
die ihoulder. 

Well ! you fawthe new piece yefterday, it met with 
great applaufe ; the. author is a young fellow of merit, 
but has no fortune, the public ought .to encourage him. 

Another. 

Rot the new piece ; public affairs are ftrangely carry'd 

on ; docks rife ; the nation's rich, and Vm ruin'd, ah- 

folutely undone. 

WASP. - [writing. 

The piece is good for nothing j the author's a tool, 

and fo are all thoie that fupport him : public affairs are 

in a wretched condition : the nations ruin*d : I fhall 

|)rove it in my pamhplet. 

Another Gentleman. 
Your pamphlet's nonfenfe : 4)hilofophy is the m'oft 
dangerous thing in the world s it was that loft us the 

ifland of Minorca. 

MONTR OSS. [ At a diftance from 
them. 
Lord Murray's fon fhall pay dearly for it. O that 
before I die I cou'd revenge the father's injuries in the 

fon's blood ! 

A Gentleman. 

I thought the comedy laft night was an excellent one. 
G 5 WASP. 
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WASP. 
Detcftable : our tafte grows woric and worfc. 

Another Gentleman. 
Not fo bad as your criticifms. 

Another. 
Philofopbers fink the public funds : we muft fend 
another amba^ador to Port. 

WASP4 

We fliou'd always hifs a fucce(sful piece, for fear 

any thing good fliou'd appear. 

[ Four of them talk at once. 

Firft Gentleman. 

If there was nothing good, you wouM lofe all the 

pleafure of fatyrifing it : now I think the fifth zGt has 

great beauties. 

Second Gentleman. 

I can't fell any of my goods. 

Third Gentleman. 
I am in pain for Jamaica this year : depend 'ont, thefe 
philofopbers will make us lofe it. 

WASP. 
The fourth and fifth ads are both contemptible* 

MONTROSS. 

What a riot is here ! 

Firft, 
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Firft GcDtkfiian. 
It b impoffible the government can fubfift as it is* 

Second Gtndcmuu 

If the price of Barbadoes water is not lowei^dy the 

nation's undone. 

MONTROSS. 

Haw happens it, that in every country when men 

mtet they all talk together, tho' they are certain of not 

being beard or attended to ! 

Enter WILLIAMS. [ A napkin in hb 

hand. 

Dinner^s on fhe table, gentlemen ; but pray, let us 

have no disputes there, if you mean to dine with me 

any more, fir, [ Turning to Montrofs. J Shall we have 

the honour of your company.? 

MONTROSS. 
What, with this tribe ? no, friend, let me have 
Ibmething in my own room. Hark*ce, fir, [JVhiffring 
bm»] Is my lord Falbridge in London ? 

WILLIAMS. 
N09 fir, but I believe he will be here ibon» 

M O N- 
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MONTROSS. - 

Does he come to your houfe fometimes ? I thmk I 

havelieard fo. 

WILLIAMS, 

He has done me that honor.— 

MONTROSS. 

Very well. Good morrow to you,— How hateful is 

life to me ! [Exit, 

WILLIAM?. 

This man feems loft in grief and thought } I (hou'd 
net be furpris'd to hear he had made away withhimfelf ; 
'twoud concern me, for he has the appearance of a 
worthy gentleman. 
[ The gentlemen. leave the coffee houfe, and goto dinneri Wafp 

continues at the table^ writing : Williams knocks at Mrs. 

LinJon*s door. 

SCENE IV. 

WILLIAMS, POLLY, WASP. 

WILLIAMS. 

Mrs Polly, Mrs Polly. 

POLLY. 
Who's there, my landlord ? 

. WILLIAMS. 
Will you be fo obliging as to favor us with your 
Company to dinner I 

POLY. 
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POLLY. 
I durft not, my miftrefs eats nothing. How indeed 
fhou'd we eat ! we have too much grief. 

WILLIAMS. 

it will give you fpirits, and make'you chearful. 

POLLY. 

1 can't be chearful : when my miftrefi fufiers, I mui^ 

fuffer with her. 

WILLIAMS. 

Then 111 fend you up fomething privately. 

Exit. 
WASP. [ Rifing from the table. 
ril follow you, Mr. Williams — well, and fo, my 
dear Polly, you will not introduce me to your miftrefs 

— ftill inflexible? 

POLLY. 

*Tis a line thing for you to pretend to make love to 

a woman of her condition. 

WASP. 
Pray what is her condition f 

POLLY. 
A refpeftable one, I affure you, fir. I (hou*d think 
a fervant was good enough for you. 

WASP. 
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WA8P. 

That is to fay, if I were to court you, you wou'd be 

thankful. 

POLLY. 

Not I, indeed. 

WA8P. 

And what, pray, is the reafon why your miftrefspofi-^ 
lively refufes to fee me, and her waiting maid treats 

me fo contemptuoufly ? 

POLLY. 

We have three reafons for it. Firft, you are a wit ; 

fecondly, you are verytirefome; and thirdly, you are a 

wicked fellow. 

WASP. 

And what right has your miArefs pray, who is kept 

here upon charity, to dcfpife me ? 

POLLY. 
Upon charity ? who told you fo, fir ? my miftrefs, 
fir, is very rich : if fhe is not expenfivc, it is becaufe 
(he hates pomp: Hie is plainly clad, out of modefty, 
and eats little, becaufe temperance isprefcrib'd to her ; 
in tbort, fir, you are very impertinent. 

WASP. 
Don't let her give herfclf fo many airs j we know her 
conduA, her birth, and her adventures. 

POLLY. 



The S C O T C H W O M A N. 135 

POLLY. 
You, fir, who told ^em you ? what do you know I 

WASP. 
O I have coFrcfpondcnts in every part of the world. 

POILY.- [Afidc. 

O heaven f this man will ruin us. 

[ Turning to him. 

Mr. Wafp, my dear Mr. Wafp, if you know any 
thing, don^t betray us. 

WASP. 

Q ho ! there is fomething then, and now I am dear 

Mr. Wafp: well, well, I fhaU fay nothing, but you 

muft ■ " 

POLLY. 

What? 

WASP. 
You muft love me. 

POLLY. 
Fye, fye, fir, that's impoffible. 

WASP. 

Either love or fear me. You know there is fomc* 

thing — 

POLLY. 

There is nothing, fir, but that my miftrefs is as 

rcfpedlable -«s you arc hateful. We are truly eafy, 

we fear nothing, and only laugh at you. 

WASP- 
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WASP. 

They are veryeafy: from thence I conclude they 

are almoft ftarv'd : they fear nothing, that is to fay, 

' they are afraid of being difcover'd — > I ihall get to the 

bottom of it by and by, or — I (hall not. I'll be rc- 

veng'd on 'em for their infolence. Defpife me ! 

S C E N E V. 

Mils LIN D O N [Coming out of her chamber dseft^d very plain* 

MifsLINDON, POLLY. 

MiisLINDON. 

O my dear Polly, you have been with that vile fel* 

low Wafp ; he always makes me uneafy ; a deteftable 

charader, whofe pen, words, and actions are all equally 

abominable : they tell me he wprks himfelf into fami* 

lies to bring in mifery where there is none, and to in« 

crcafe it where it is : I had left this houfe becaufe he 

frequents it, long fmce, but for the honefty and good 

heart of our landlord. 

POLLY. 

He abfolutely infilled on feeing you, and J, wou'd 

not let him. * 

MifsLINDON. 

To fee me! where is my lord Murray, he has 

not been here thefe two days ! 

POLLY. 



The SCOTCHWOMAN. 137 

POLLY. 
True^ madam, but becaufe he does not come, are 
we never to dine ? 

Mifs LINDON. 

Remember, Polly, to conceal my mifery from him, 

and from all the world : I am content to live on bread 

and water : poverty is not intolerable, but contempt is : 

I am fatisf/d to be in want, but I wou*d not have it 

luiownlamfo. 

/ POLLY. 

Alas ! my dear miftrefs, whoever looks at me will 

eafily perceive it : with you it is a different thing ; 

your noblenefs of foul fupports you, you feem torqoice 

in calamities, and only look the handfomcr for it : but ^ 

grow thinner and thinner, you may fee me fall away 

every minute j I am fo altered within this laff year that 

I fcarce know myfelf. 

Mi6 LINDON, 
We muft not part with our courage nor our hopes : 
I can fupport my own poverty, but yours indeed afFe^as 
me. My dear girl, let the labour of my hands relieve 
you, we will have no obligations to any body. Go and 
fell this embroidery which I have done lately. I think 
I fucceed pretty well in this kind of work. You have af- 

fiftcd 
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fifted me, and in return my hands iball feed and clothe 

you : It is noble to owe our fubfiftance to nothing but 

our virtue. 

POLLY. 

Let me krfs, let me bathe with my tears the dear 

hands that have labour'd in my fervice. O I had rather 

die with my dear miftrefs in poverty, than be fervant 

to a queen. Wou'd I cou'd adminifter fome comfort to 

you I 

MiALINDON. 

Alas ! lord Murray is not come : he whom I 

ought to hate, the fon of him who was the author of 

all my misfortunes : alas I the name of Murray will be 

for ever fatal to me : if he comes, as be certainly will, 

let him not know my country, my condition, or my 

misfortunes* . 

POLLY. 

Do you know, that villain Wafp pretends to be well 

acquainted with him I 

MiftLINDON. 
How is It pofltble he fhou'd know any thing of hiffl^ 
when even you are Cczrte acquainted with himf 
Nobody writes to me, I am locked up in my chamber as 
clofe as if I were in my grave : he only pretends to 
know fomething in order to make himfelf neceflary : 
take care he does not fo much as find out the place of 

my 
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my b|rth« You know, my dear Polly, I am ^ unfor- 
tunate woman, whofe father was* banilb*d m the late 
troubles, and whofe family is ruined : my father b wan« 
dring from defart to defart in Scotland. I (hou'd have left 
London to join him in his misfortunes, but that I have 
ffill fome hopes in lord Falbridge ; he was my father's 
friend : our true friends never defert us. He is returned 
from Spain, and now at Windfor : I wait but to fee 
him": but alas! Murray comes not. I have open'd 
my heart to thee, remember the moft fatal blow thou 
can'ft give to it wou'd be the difcovery of my condition* 

POLLY. 
To whom fliould I difcover it ; I never go from 
you ; befides that the world is very indifferent about 
fi)C poor aad unfeminate. 

MiftLINDON. 
The world is indifferent, Polly, In this refpe£l ; 
but ftill it is always inquifitive, and loves to tear 
open the wounds of the wretched : betides that, the 
men afiume a right over our fex when they are hn« 
happy, and abufe their power. I wou'd make even 
my miferies refpedable : but alas ! lord Murray will 
not come* 

SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

Mifi LINDON, POLLY, WILLIAMS. 

WILLIAMS. 
. Forgive me, madam, I am not acquainted with 
your name or quality ; but I have, I know not why, 
the greateft refpe£l for you. 1 have left the com* 
pany below to wait on you, and know your conu 
mands. 

Mifs LINDON. 
The regard which' you exprefs for me, my dear 
fir, defervcrs my moft grateful acknowledgments : but 
what are your commands with me i 

WILLIAMS. 
I canoe, madam, ojoly to know yourr: you had ao 

dinner ycftcrday. 

MUs LINDON; 
I was fick, fir, and couM not eat. 

WILLIAMS. 
You are worfe tliun fick, madam, you are melan- 
choly : you will pardon me, but I cannot help think- 
ing your fortune is not equal to your perfotfsmd ap- 
pearance* 

Mift 
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Mif8 LINDON. 
Why ihou'd you think fo ? I never complain*d of 
my fortttne. 

WILLIAMS. 
Notwithftanding that, madam, I am Aire it is not 
what you cou'd wilh it were. 

MifsLINDON. 
What fay you? ' 

WILLIAMS. 
I fay, madam, thi« the world you fcem to (hun, 
admires and pities you. I am but a plain man, 
madam, but I can fee all your merit as well as the 
fineft courtier. Let me intreat you, my dear lady, to 
take a little refrefliment ; there is above ftairs an el- 
derly gentleman who wou'd be glad to eat with you. 

MlfTLINDON. 
What, fit down to table with a ftrtnger ! . 

WILLIAMS. • 

The gentleman, I am fure, wou'd be agreeable to 
you : you feem affli£^ed, and fo docs he. The com- 
munication of your grief might, perhaps, give mutual 

confolatioAt 

Mifa 



142 The COFFEE-HOUSE: Or, 

Mifs LIN DON. 
I cannot, wUl not, fee any body. 

WILLIAMS. 
At leaft, madam, permit my wife to pay her re* 
ipe£b to you, and keep you company : permk her— *• 

Mift LIN DON. 
I return you thanks, fir, but I want nothing. 

WILLIAMS. 
You will pardon me, madam, but I cannot think 
you want nothing, when you ftand in need even of 
common noceflaries. 

Mi&LINDON. 
Who couM make you Relieve fo ? indeed, fir, you 
are impofed on. 

WILLIAMS. 
You will forgive me, madam. 

Mifi LINDON. 
O Polly, 'tis two oVlock, and lord Murray not 
come yet ! 

WILLIAMS. 
That lord you fpeak of, madam, is one of the beft 
of men i you never received him here but before com* 
pany. Why wou*d not you permit me to f umifli out 

a 
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i little repaft for you both ? he is, periiaps, a relation 
of yours. 

Mifs LINDON. 
My dear fir, you are miftaken. 

WILLIAMS. [Palling Polly by the ilcevc. 
Go, child, there is a good dinner for you ip the 
next room. This woman is incomprehenfible : but 
who is yonder lady in the coffqe-room with a mafcu- 
line air ? I fhou'd have taken her for a man : how 
wildly flie looks I 

. POLLY. 
O myJear miftrefs ! 'tis lady Alton, who wanted to 
marry my lord — ^I remember I law her once before 
this way : 'tis certainly Ihe. 

Mifs LTNDOjN. 
And my lord not come ! then I am undone. Why 
am I Aill condemn'd to live ? 

\[She goes in. 

SCENE VII. 

Lady ALTON. £ ^a^^^'ng acrofs the ftage in a 
violent palEon, and taking 
Williamvby the arm. 
Follow mei fir, I muft talk with you. 

WIL- 
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WILLIAMS. 
With me, madam f 

Lftdy ALTON, 
With you, wretch. 

WILLIAMS. 
What a devil of a woman ! 

End of the First Act. 



A C T IL S C E N E I. 

Lady ALT 0N» -WILLIAMS. 

Lady ALTON. 

I DON'T believe a word you fay, Mr. Coffee- 
man i you will abfolutely drive me out of my 
fenfes. 

WILLIAMS. 
Then pray, madam, get into *em again. 

Lady ALTON. 
You have the impudence to affirm to me, that thlf 
fortune-hunter here is a woman of honour, tho* ibe 

bai 
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has received vifits fro^i a nobleman.' You ought to be 
afiuHB'd of yOliilelf* . 1 . • 

r 

WILLIAMS. 
Why fo, madam ? vi4ien mjr lord came, he never 
caine in privately; fhe recejv'd him publjckly, the 
doors of her apartment were open, and.n^y wife pre- 
fent. You may defpife my condition, madam, but 
you {hou'd rcfpeft my honefty j and as to the lady you 
are pleafed to call a fortune*bunter, if you knew, you 
wou'd efteem her. 

Lady ALTON. 
Leave me, fir, you grow impertinent. 

WILLIAMS. 
What a woman ! 

Lady ALTON. [Cioe<tb MiTs Liiidbn's^oDr, 
and knockt roddyj 
Open the doo<. 

SCENE IL 

Mifi LINDON, Lady ALTON. 
Mlft LINDON. 
Who knocks fo ? what do you want, madam ? ^ 

Vox. VU. • Hi* "^ Lady 
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Lady JkLTOIf. 
Anfwer me, madam. Does not lord Murray come 
here fometimes f 

Mtfs LINDON. 
What's that to you?-what right have you to* alk 
me ? am I a criminal, and you my judge? 

Lady ALTON. 
I am your accufer. If my lord ftiU vifits you, if 
you encourage that wretch's paffion^ tremble : re* 
'nonnct him, or you are undone. 

MifsLINDON. 
If I had a paiEon for him, your menaces, iradam^ 
wou*d but increafe it. 

Lady ALTON. 
I fee you love him ; that the perfidious villain has 
ieduc'd you ; he has deceived you, and you brave me : 
but know, there is no vengeance which I am not ca« 
pable of executing. 

Mifi LINDON. 
Then, madami know, I do love hinu 

Lady ALTON. 
Before I revenge my felf I will aftoniib you. Therei 
know the traitor, look at thde letters which he Urate 
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to me : diere is his pi<^re too which he gave me -, but 
let me have it back, or-^ 

Mifs LI N D O N. [Giving her back the piaure. 
What have I feen ? unhappy woman ! madam- 
Lady ALTON. 
WeU, 

Miis LINDON. 
I no longer love him. 

Lady ALTON. 
Keep your relbhition and your pcxxnife ; Imow, he 
iskiconftant, cruel, proud, the worft ofcharaders* 

Miis LINDQN. 

Stop, madam ; if you continue to ipeak ill of him, 
I may relapfe, and love him again. You are come 
here on purpofe to take away my wretched life : that, 
madam, will eafily be done.— Polly, /tis all over; 
come and a£ft me to conceal this laft and wof ft of all 
my miferies* 

POLLY. 
What is the maaer, my dear miftrefs, where is 
yovar courage I 

H a Mifi^ 
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M\(s LINDON. 
Againft misfortune, injuftice, and poverty,, there 
are arms that will defend a noble heart ; but there is 
an arroW that always muft be fatal. 

[They go out. 

SCENE III. 

Lady ALTON, WASP. 
To be betray'd, abandon'd for this worthlefe h'ttle 

wretch. 

[To Wafp. 

You, news-writer, have you done what I ofder^l 

you.? have. you employ 'd your engines of intelligence, 

and found out who this infolent creature is that makes 

pie fo completely miferable f 

WASP. 
I have fulfilled your ladyfhip's commands, and have 
difcovered that fhc is a Scotch- Woman> and hides 
herfelf from the world. 

Lady ALTON. , ' 

Prodigious news indeed ! 

^WA8?. 
I can find out nothing elfe at prefent. 

Lady 
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Lady ALTON. 
What fervice thenhave you been of? 

WASP. 
When we difcover a little^ we add a little ; and 
one little join'd to another, makes a great deal. 
There's an hypothefis for you.. 

Lady ALTON. 
HoWy pedant, an hypothefis ! 

WASP. 
Vcs, I fuppofe fhe is an enemy to the government. 

Lady ALTON. 
Certainly, nothing can be worfe inclin'd -, for ihe 
has robb'd me of my lover. 

WASP.' 
You plainly fee, therefore, that in troublcfome 
times, a Scotch'- Woman, who conceals herfelf, muft 
be an enemy to the ftate. 

Lady ALTON. 
I can't fay I fee it altogether fo clearly, but I 
heartily wifli it was fo. » 

WASP. 
I wou'd not lay a wager about it, but I'd fwear 
to it. 

H 3 Lady 
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Lady ALTON. 
And wouM you venture to affirm this before people of 
confequence? 

WASP. 

I have the honor of being related to many perfons of 
the firft fafhion. I am intimate with the miftrefsof a 
* valet de chambre to the firft fecretary. of the prime mi- 
nifter : I couM even talk With the lacquics of your 
lover lord Murray, and tell 'em, that the fatberof this 
young girl has fcnthcr up to London, as a woman ill 
difpos'd. Now obfcrve, this might have its confequences, 
and your rival, for her bad intentions, might be fent to 
the fame prifon where I have fo often been for my 
writings. 

Lady ALTON. 

Good, very good : violent paffions muft be fcrv'd by 

people who have no fcruples about 'em. Let the veflel 

go with a full fail, or let it go to the bottom. You 

are certainly right.; a Scotch -woman who conceals 

herfelf at a time when all the people of her country 

are fufpeded, muft certainly be an enemy to the ftate* 

You are no fool, as you have been represented to me. 

I thought you had been only a fmatterer oii paper, but 

I fee you have genius. I have already done fomething 

for youi I will do a great deal more. You muft let 

me know every thing that pailes here. 

W A S-f. 
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WASP. 
Let me advife you, madam, to make ufe of evety 
thing yoy know, and of every thing you do not know. 
Truth ftands in need of fome ornament : downright 
lies indeed may be vile things, but fi^on is beautiful* 
What after all is truth ? a conformity with our own 
ideas, what one fays is always conformable to the idea 
one has whilft one is talking ; therefore, properly fpeak- 
ing, there is no fuch thing as a lie. 

Lady ALT ON. 
You feem to be an excellent Logician, I fancy you 
ftudy*d at St. Omer*s. But go, only tell me whatever 
you difcover, I afk no more of you. 

S C E N E IV. 

Lady ALTON, WILLIAMS. 

Lady ALTON. 

This is certainly one of the vileft and moft tmpuden t 

iboundrels; dogs bite from an inftin£l of courage, and 

tiiis fellow from an tnftin£b of meannefs. Methinks, 

now I am a little cool^ his behaviour makes me out of 

love with revenge. ' I cou-d a|moft take my rival's part 

againft him. She has in her low condition a pride that 

plcafo QIC j Ihe is decent, and I am told^ fenfible : but 

H4 flie 
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fhe has robb'd me of my lover, and that I. can never 
. pardon. [ ToTVtIliamsy wkomjhejees in the coffee-room.^ 
Honcft man, your fervant, you are a good kind of fel- 
low, but you have got a fad rafcal in your houie. 

WILLIAMS. 
I hanre heard, madam, from many, that he is as wick« 
ed as mi& Lindon is virtuous and amiable. 
LadyALTON. 
Amiable ! that wounds my heart* 

SCENE V. 
' WriLIAMS, Mr. FREEPORT.[Dfcfs*a plainly, with 

akiigebat. 
WILLIAMS. 
Heaven be pr^is'd, Mr. Freeport, I fee you fafe re- 
turned ; how are you fmce your voyage to Jamaica ? 
FREEPORT. 
Pretty well, i tiiank you, Mr. Williams, I have 
been very fuccefsfiil, but am much fatigued. [To tho 
waiter. ] Bpy, feme chocolate and the papers — one 
. finds it more difficult t^ amufe onefelf than to get rich* 
WILLIAMS. 

Wilf you baf» Walp'si papccs ? 

F R £ E« 
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FREEPORT. 
No: wliat fliouM I do with fuch ftuff? It is no 
concern of mine if a fpider in the corner of a wall walks 
' over his wtb to fuck the blood of flies*^ <jive mc the 
Gazette ? What public news have you f 

WILLIAMS. 
None at prefent« 

FREEPORT. 

So much the better } the lefs news the lefs folly. 

^ But how go your affairs, my friend ? have you a go^d 

de^ of buiinefs ? who kxlges with you now ? 

..WILLIAMS. 

This morning an old gentleman came who v^on't (ee 

anybody. 

FREEPORT. 

He's in the right ^ it : throe parts of the world 

are good for nothing, either kniaves or (ocisy and as 

for the fourth, they keep to themfelves. 

WILLIAMS. 

Thia gentleman has net foiAuch as the curiofity \o 

'fee a charming young lady who is in the fame hoiHe 

- Wftfi him. ^ 

FREEPORT. 

• • I 

There he's wning. Who is fliCj pray ? 

H 5 . yv li^ 
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WILLIAMS. 
She is fomething more Hngular even than himfelf : 
file has now been with me thefe four monthSf and hat 
never ftirr'J out of her apartment : (he calls hefielf 
Lindon, but I believe that is not her real name* 
FREEPORT. 
I make no doubt but (he's a woman of vlrtut^ or 
flie wou'd not lodge with you* 

WILLIAMS. 
. O (he is more than you can conceive ; beautiful to the 
laft degree, greatly dtftrefs'd, and the beft of 
women. Between you and me ihe is exceffively poor, 
but of a high fpirtt and very proud. 

FREEPORT. 
If that be the cafe flie is more to blame even than 

your old gentleman, 

WILLIAMS. 
By no means : her pride b an additional virtue. She 
denies herfdf common neceflaries, and at the fame 
time wou'd let nobody know (he does : works with 
her own hands to get money to pay me i never com* 
plains, but hides her tears : it is with the utmoft dif- 
ficulty I can perfuade her to expend a little of her 
money, due for rent, on things ihe really wants ( and 
am focc*d to make ufe of a dioufimd aru befotc Ae 

will 
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win fufier me to aflift her. I a}wa\s reckon whatihe 
has at half the price it coft me, and when (he feds it 
out, 'diere is always a quarrel between us, whidi in- 
deed is the only quarrel we have ever had : in fliorty 
fir, Ihe is a minicle of virtue, misfortune, and intre^ 
pidity: flieftequendy draws from me tears of Mider- 
ncft and admiration. 

FREEPORT. 
Yoo are naturally tender, 1 am not. I admire 
none, tho^Icflaem many : but I will fee this woman; 
I am a little mehncholy, and ihe may divert me. 
WILLIAMS. 

fir, (he icarcecver receives any vifitors. There 
is a lord indeed who comes now and then to fee her^ 
but ihe will never fpeak to him unleft before my wife. 
He has not been here for Ibme' time, and now ihe 
lives more retired dian ever. 

FREEPORT. 

1 love retirementtoo, and hate a croud as much as 
ihe can: Imuftfeeher, where is be^ apartment ? 

WILLIAMS. 
Yonder: even with the co0ee*n>om. 

FREEPORT. 
nigOin. 

WILLIAMS. 
Yon muft not. 

FREE- 
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FREEjpORT.. 
1 fay Lmuft : wby not go imo her chamber? bring 
in my chocolate and the papers. [ Pulls out his watch. ] 
I b^ye not, much, timc^ tQ lofe, for I am engaged at 
two^ 

.;;,;;;^\_;,s,pE.NE vi.: .^ . 

Mifs L I N p O N, [frighten^, Polly following her. 
FREEPORT, WILLIAMS. 

^.1 . MiftLINDON* 

. My. God L who;/ is this ? fir, you are extremely 
rude ;. i: thfnl: ym might have ihoim moce refpeft to 
my fex than thus to intrude on my retirement. 

-' '^ "'- FREETORT. 

'"' Yqa wflrjjarrdon hie, madam, [ To PTtlUams ] bring 
me thi*t?hdcol^e. ' 

-. .. v.nL. V ..: .WJiLIAMS.. 
Yes, fir, with the lady's CQiiient. .,..•, . . . • 

FRE£tORT« [ Seats bimfclf near a 
tih\^$ rtadsrthe ne^-papcr^ .and ioc4s up to nift Linden and 
Polly, talixfpf ttli^'MW.^sP^I* '^ ^ 'S^* 

^.iraLLYv - 
This gentlemiO'itema f retty fiuniliarik < 

FkEftPORT. 
Why won't you Afr:ciiQwii>. imidam ? you lee I io. 

• Jiifs 



The SCOTCH WOMAN. 157 

MiffLINDOK. 
Which I thiak, fir, you ought not to do. I am 
aftoniih'd, fir : I never receive vifits from flrangers. 

FREEPORT- 
Afiranger^ madam! lam very well known $ my 
name's Freeport, a merchant 1 and rich : enquire of 
me Upon change. 

MifsLINDON. 
Sir, I know nobody in this country, I fliou'd be 
oblig'd to you if you wou'd not intrude on a perfon 
you are an utter ftrangcr to, and to whom as a woman 
you (hou'd have fhewn more refpefl. 

FREEPORT. 
I don't mean to incommode you,, madam : be at 
your eafe, as I am at mine ; you fee I am reading the 
news, take up your tapeftr}*, or drink chocolate with 
me, or without me, jxxA as you pleafe. 

POLLY* 
This is an original f 

MifsLINDON. ^ 
Good heaven ! what a vifit I and my lord not come^ 
This whimfical fellow diftraiSls me, and I don't know 
how to^et ri4 of him. How cou*d Williams let him 
in I I muft fit down. 

[She 
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[ She fits down, and woiicsj chocolate is brought ia* Fieeporf, 

takes a'diih without offering her any».heii^» and talks by 

tutus* 

PREEPORT. 

Harkee, madam, I hate compliments^ I have hcaid 

one of the beft of charaflers of you : you are poor and 

virtuous, but they tell me you are proud ; that's a 

fault. 

IPOLLY. 

And pray, fir, who told yoo all this ? 

FREEPORT. 
The mailer of this houfe, ivho is a veiy.honeft man, 
and therefore I believe him. 

MiisLINDON. 
O fir, 'tis all a fable ; he has deceiv'd yoo ; not in« 
deed with regard to pride, which always accompanies 
truemodefiy; norastovirtue, which ismy firft duty ^ but 
with regard to that poverty of which he (afpc&s mc* 
Thofe who want nothing can never be poor. 

FREEPORT. 
You don*t flick to truth, which is even a worfe 

fault than being proud : I know better, I kaow. you 
are in want of every thing, and fometimes deny your- 
felf fo much as a dinner. 

POLLY. 
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POLLY. 
Thaft by order of the doctor. 

FREEPORT. 
Hold your tongue, hufly, do you pretend to giro 
yoiurielf airs too ? 

POLLY. 
What an original I 

FREEPORT. 
In a wordt whether you are proud or not, is no« 
thing to m^ I have made a voyage to Jamaica that 
has brougnt me in five thoufand pounds : now, you 
muft know, it is a law with me (and ought to be a 
law with every good chriflian) always to give away a 
tenth part of what I get : it is a debt which I owe to 
the unfortunate. You are unhappy, tho' you won't 
acknowledge it. There's five hundred pounds for 
you : now, remember, you're paid : let me have no 
curtfies, no thanks, keep the money and the fecret. 
(Thrown down a large purfe on the table. 

POLLY, 
rfiush this IS more original ftill. 

Mift LINDON. [Rifing. 

1 never was fo aAonilh'd in my life— alas I how 

every 



r^6o 'The COPFEE-ffbUSE: Or, 

every thing confpires to humble me I what gene- 
rofity ! and yet what an afFront! 

F R £ E P R T. [Reading the ncyri and drinking 

hit chocolate. 

This impertinent writer t a ridiculous fellow to 
talk fuch nonfenfe ^ith an' ^ir of confequence. — 7%/ 
iing is arrived : he makes a mojt noble figure^ being ex 
tremely tali The blockhead I what ftgnifies it whe* 
thcr he is tall or Aort ? cou'd not he Uave cofcd ui the 
^ plakifaAF 

MiA L I N D O N. [Coming up to Frecport, 
' Sir- 

FREEPO^T. 
Well, madam— 

MinrLINI^ON. 

What you have done, Ar, furprifes me ftill more 
than what you faid : but I cannot poflibty accept the 
' money, as it may not, perhaps, ^ever be in my power 
to repay it. 

FREEPORT. • '■ ' * 

Who talks of repaying it f 

.••.,. •...,-.. 1 
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Mifs LIN DON. 
I thank you, fir, for your goodncfs, from the 
bottom of my heart : you have my fincere ackowledg* 
ments, my admiration 5 I can no more. 

POLLY. 
You are more extraordinary than the gentleman 
himfelf. Surely, madam, in the condition you are in, 
deferted by all the world, you muft have loft your 
fenies to refuie an unexpected fuccour, thus offered 
you by one of the moft generous, tho* whimfical and 
abfurd men I ever met with, 

FREEPORT. 
What do you mean by that, madam i whimfical 
and abfurd I 

POLLY. 
If you won't accept of it for your own fake, take 
it for mine. I have fenr'd you in yoiu- ill-fortune^' 
and have ibme right to partake of the good : in {hort, 
fir, this is jM time to diflemUe, we are in the utmoft 
diftre(s; and if it- had net been for our kind landlord, 
muft have perilh'd wkh cold and hunger. My 
miftrefs conceal'd her condition from all thofe who 
might have been of fcrvice to us : you became ac- 
quainted with it in fpite of her : in fpite of herfclf, 

therefore 
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therefore, oblige her to accept of that which heaven 
bath fent her by your generous hand. 

MiALINDOM. 
Dear Folly, you will ruin my honour* 

POLLY. 
You» my dear miftxcft, wouM ruin yourfelf by 

your folly. 

Miff LINDON. 
If jou love me, confider my reputation. I (ball die 
with (hame. 

FREE PORT. [Reading* 

What are thefe women prating about ? 

POLLY. 
And if you love me^ madam, don^ oblige me to 
periih with hunger. 

MiA LIKDO-N. 
O Polly, what think you my lord wots'd fay, if 
ftill he loves me i cou*d he believe me edible of fucb 
meannefi i I always pretended to bim that I wanted 
nothing $ and (ball I receive a prc&nt from anocfacr, 
from a ftranger I 

POLLY. 
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POULY. 
Your pretence w^s wrong, and your refusal ftill 
more ib : as to my lord, he'll fay nothing about it, 
for he has de£crted you. 

MiYs LINDON. 
My dear Polly, by our forrows I intreat you, do 
not let us difgrace oudelves : contrive fome way or 
other to excufe me to this ftr^nge man, who means - 
well, tho' he is fo rude and unpol](h*d : tell him, 
when an unmarry'd woman accepts fuch prefents* the 
world will always fufpedl (he does it at the expence of 
her virtue. 

FREEPORT. [Reading. 

What does (he fay ? 

POLLY. [Coming clofe to him. 
O fir, fomething mighty ridiculous | (he talks of 
the fufpicions of the world, and that an unmarry'd 
woman— 

FREEPORT. 
Is ihe unmarry'd then ? 

Polly; 
Yes, fir, and J too. 

FREE- 
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FREEPORT. 
So much the better. So fhefays that an unmarryM 
woman-*- 

POLLV. 
Cannot take a prefent from a man— 

FREEPORT. 
She docs not know what fhe fays. Why am I to 
be fufpc^led of a difhoneft purpofe, becaufe I do an 
honefta£lk)n? 

POLLY. 
Do you hear him, madam ? 

Mifs LINDON. 
I hear, and I admire htm, but am flill refol/d not 
to accept it : they wou*d fay t lov'd him ; that villain 
Wafp wou'd certainly report it^ and I ihou'd be 
undone, 

POLLY. [ToFitepoit. 

She is afraid, fir, you are in love with ben 

FREEPORT. 

In love with her ? how can that be, when I know 

nothing of her ? indeed, madam, you may nuke 

yourfeJf eafy on that head ; and if perchance Ibme 

>year» hence I (hou'd fall in love with you, and you 

with 
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with me, well and good -, as you deteunine, I fliall 
determtne alfo; and if you think no more of it, I 
iball think no more of it ; if you tell me I am difagree- 
able to you, you will foon be fb to ipe; if you deflre 
not to fee me, you ihali never fee mo again ; ' and if 
you delire me to return, I will. 

[Pulls out his watch. 
So fare you well. I have a little bui(ine£i at prefent. 
Madam, your fervant. 

Mifs LINDON. 
Your fervant, fir, you have my efteem and mjr 
gratitude i but take your money with you, and once 
more.fpaie my blufhes. 

FUEEPORT. 

The woman's a fool. 

Mifi LINDON. ' 
Mr. Williams, Mr. Williams, for heaven's fake 
come and aiEft nfie. 

WILLIAMS. [Cemifig in a violent hurry. 
What's the matter, madam i 

Mifs LINDON. [Giving him the purfe. 
Hpre, take this purfe :^ the gentleman kft it Vy 
huUake, give it him again, I ehaige you ^ affuit )ii<n ' 

of 
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of my efteem, and remember I want no affiftance from 

any one. 

WILLIAMS. [TaklngCbe porfe. 

Mr. Freepott* I know you by this generous 
z&ioti', but be aflTured this lady meani to deceive 
you : (he is really jn want of this. 

MiftLINDON. 
'Tis falfe: and is it you, Mr. Williams, who 
wou'd betray me t 

WILLIAMS. 

1 will obey you, madam. 

r A(ide to Freeporr • 

I will keep this money ( it may be of fervice to her 
without her knowing it. My heart bleeds to fee fuch 
virtue join'd to fuch misfortunes. 

FREBPORT. 
I feel for her too, but ihe is too haughty : tell her 
it is not right to be proud. Adieu. 

SCENE VII. 

MIfiLINDON, POLLY. 

POLLY. 
Well, madam, you have made a fine piece of work 
of it| heaven gracioufly offered you'Sfliftancc, and 

you 
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you refolve to perifh in indigence : I 109 muft fall a 
Edifice to your virtue, a virtue which is not without 
its alloy of vanity : that vanity, madam, will deftroy 
us both. 

Miis LINDON. 
Death is all I have to wifh for: lord Murray no 
longer loves me ; he has left me thefe three days \ he 
has loved my proud and cruel rival ; perhaps, he loves 
her fttll. I was to blame to think of him, but 'tis a 
crime I ihall Aot Jong be guilty of* 

[She fits down to write. 

POLLY. 
She feems in defpair, alas ! (he has but too much 
xcaibn to be fo ; her condition is far worfe than mine^ 
a lervant has always fome refource, but a woman like 
her can haye none. 

Mifi LINDON. [Folding up her fetter- 
Tls no great facrifice. There, Polly, when I am 
90 more^ carry that letter to him— 

POLLV. 
What £iys my dear miftrefs ? 

M'lfs LINDON* 
To him who is the caiiTeof my deadi* I have re« 
commended you to him, perhaps he may comply with 
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tnylaft requeft: go, Polly, [embracing her'] and be 
aflur'd, that amongft all ipy misfortunes, that of not 
being able to recompcnfe you as you deferve, is not 
the leaft which this wretched heart has experienced, 

POLLY, 
O my dear miftrefs, I cannot refrain from tears, 
you harrow, up my foul : what is your dreadful pur* 
pofe i what means this letter ? God forbid I Ihou'd 
<ever deliver it ! [Jhe tears the letter.] Alas ! madam, 
why wou'd not you open your heart to lord Murray? 
perhaps your cold referve has diigufted him. 

Mift LIN DON. 
Perhaps To, indeed : my eyes are open now, I muft 
have offended him : but how cou*d I difcover my c6ndi« 
tion to the Ton of him who ruin'd my father and family f 

POLIY. 
How, madam ! was it my lord's father who«— 

Mift LINDON. 
Yes, it was he who perfccuted my father, had htm 
condemn'd to death, degraded us from our nobility, 
and took away every thing from us : left aa I an 
without father, mother, or fortune, I have nothing 
but my reputation and my fatal love. I ought to de* 

teft 
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dcteft the fon of Murray : misfortune, thatftill pqr- 

fues me, brought me acquainted with him. I hare 
lov'd him^ and I ought to fufFer for it. 

POLLY. 
O madam> you grow pale, your eyes are dim. 

MifeLINDON.- 
May grief perform tbat office for me, which fword 
or poifon— 

POLLY. 

Help here, Mr. Williams, help ! my miftrefs faints. 

WILLIAMS. 
Help, help here ! where are ye all, my wife, my 
fervants, come down j tell the gentlemen above — help 

here — 

[Williams's wife, her maids, and Polly, carrj^ 

off mifs Llndoh into her chamber. 
* . * * 

Mifs L I N D ON. [As (he is going out. 

Why will ye bring me back to life again ? let me 

die in peace. 

V0L.VH. I SCENE 
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SCENE VIIL 

MONTROSS, WILLIAMS. 

MONTROSS.- 
What's the matter, landlord f 

WILLIAMS. 
That beautifiil young lady; fir, I told- you of, 
fkinted away juft now : but it w31 be over ibon. 

MONTROSS. 

the mere effed of vapours in young girls ; they 
are not dangerous : what fervice cou'd I be of ? why 
call me down for this ? I thought the houife had been 
on fire. 

WILLIAMS. 

1 had rather it were, than this fweet creature (hould 
be hurt. If Scotland has many fuch beauties as her, 
it muft be a charming country. 

MONTROSS. 
Is (he Scotch then ? 

WILLIAMS. 
So it feems ; tho' I knew it but to-day ^ our aewf« 
vvriccr telli me fo, and he knows every thing. 

MON- 
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MONTROSS* 
And what's her name ? 

WILLIAMS. 
She calls herielf Lindon. 

MONTROSS. 
That's a name I'm not acquainted with. [He walh 
mhut^ The bare- mention of my country rives my 
heart. Was ever man treated with fuch cruelty and 
injuftice as I have been? Barbarous Murray, thou art 
dead ; but thy fon furvives : I will have juflice or re. 
venge. O my dcareft wife, my children, my daug^« 
tcr! I have loft all. This fword had long fmcc ended 
all my cares, did not the hopes of fweet revenge force 
aieitiU to be^r the deteftable load of life ! 

WILLIAMS. [Rrtumb^. 

Thank God! all is well again. 

MONTROSS. 
What fudden change has happen'd then I 

WILLIAMS, 
O, fir, (he has recover'd her fenfes, and is pretty 
wclli looks ftill pale, but always bcautifuL 

la MON- 
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I 

MONTROS8. 
O W» nothing* I muft go out— I muft run the 

hazard — I wilL 

[Cxit. 
WILLIAMS. 

This man docs not trouble himfelf much afaput 
young ladies that faint ;. but if he had feen Mifs Lin- 
don, be wou'd not be fo indifferent. 

End of the Second Act. 
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Lady ALTON, ANDREW* 
Lsdy ALTON. 

YES: fincel can't fee the villain at home, TU 
fee him here: he'll certainly come. This 
news-ivriter told me truth, and was in the right of it : 
a Scotch-woman concealed in thefe dangerous times ! 
file muft be In a confplracy againft the ftate ; flie fliall 
be /cir/d ; the ordr r is given ; at Icaft I am too fure 
Ac confpires againft me : but here comes Andrew, 

"7 
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my lord's fervant; I will know the whole of my mif- 
furtune«. Andrew, you have got a letter from my 
kxrdj have not you? 

ANDREW. 
Yes, madam. 

Lady ALTON* 
For me. 

ANDREW. 
No, madam. 

Lady ALTON. 
How ? have not you brought me feveral fron) him? 

ANDREW. 
Yes, madam : but this is not for you ; 'tis for a cer* 
tain perfon whom he is moft defjperately in love with. 

Lady ALTON. 

Well, an3 was not he moft defperately in love with 
me when he us'd to write to me? ^ 

ANDREW. 
O no, madam, he'lov'd you calmly and coldly^ 
'tis quite another thing here ; he neither fleeps nor 
eats, runs about day and night, and does nothing but 
talk of his dear Lindon. O there's a great deal of 
difference, I affure you. 

I 3 Lady 
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Lady ALTON. 
Perfidious wretch ! but no matter : I teD you thai 
letter is fornie: 'tis without a faperfcription, is not 
it? 

ANDREW. 
Yes, madam, 

Udy ALTON, 

Were not all the letters you brought me without a 
fupericription too? 

ANDREW. 
Yes, madam ; but this I know is for mift Lindoiu 

Udy ALTON. 
' I tell you 'tis for me, and to prove it to you, here 
are ten guineas for you. 

ANDREW. 
Indeed, madam, I begin to think the letter was for 
you ; I was certainly miftaken : but if after all it is 
not, I hope you will pot betray me *, you may fay you 
found it at mifs Linden's. 



Lady ALTON. 
O leave that to me* 



AN- 
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ANDREW. 
After all, where is the harm in giving a love letter 
defign'd for one woman to another ? they are all alike ; 
and if mifs Lindon does not receive this letter, ihe 
may have twenty others. I have executed my com- 
miffion, and madea pretty good hand of it too. 

Lady A VT O H. [Opens tfaeletter, and reads. 
Now for it — '^ My dear, amiable, and truly vir- 

* Cuous mifs Lindon^/A^/ more than ever be faid to 
me — ^ 'tis now two days, an age to me, fince I had 

* the happineis of feeing you : but I have denied my- 
^ fijf that {ileafure with the hopes of ferving you. I 
^ know urtiat you are, and what I owe you. 1 will 
^ change the &ce of your affairs, or periih in the at- 

* tempt. My friends are zealous for you. Depend 
' on me as on the moft faithful of lovers, and one who 
^ wilt eiideavoiir to px>ve himfelf worthy of your af- 

* feibon.' 

Thb is an abfolute conipiracy; there can be no 
doubt of it : (he is a Scotch-woman, and her family 
ill affe£led to the government. Murray's father com* 
manded in Scotland: his friends, he fays, are zea« 
lous; be runs about day and night: *tis certainly a 
oonipiracy. Thank God, I am as zealous as he^ 
I 4 and 
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and if (he does not accept my offers, ihe (hall be kix^A 
in an hour's time, before her vile lover comes to her 
afliftance. 

S C E N E II. 

Lady ALTON, Mifi LINDON, POLLY. 

Lfidy ALTON [To Polly, who ii pafEng from ht r 
. miftrcft'i apartment towards th« 
cofTee-rocm. 

You, madam, go immediately, and tell your mif* 
trefs I muft fpcak with her ; (be need not be afraid { I 
(hall fay nothing to her but what will beagreeablcf 
and concerns her happinefs: let her come iininedi«> 
ately, immediately, do you hear? (be need not be 
afraid, I fay. 

POLLY. 

O madam, we are afraid of nothing; but yoitf 
looks make me tremble. 

Lady ALTON, 
ril fee if I can't perfuadc this virtuous lady to do at 
I wou'd have her : I'll make my propofals, however. 

Mift 
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Mifs L I N D O N. [Comes in trembling, fupported 
by Polly. 
• What are your commands with me, madam ? are 
you come again only to infult me in my diftrefs? 

Lady ALTON. 
No : I come to make you happy. I know you are 
worth nothing j I am rich ; I now make yon an offer 
of one of my feats on the borders of Scotland, with 
all the lands belonging to it : go and live there, you 
and your family, if you have any ; but you muft im- 
mediately quit my lord for ever, nor muft he know of 
your retreat as long as you live, 

MifsLINDQN. 
Alas! madam, he has abandon*dme: be not jea- 
lous of a poor unfortunate : in vain you offer me a 
retreat ; I fhall fbon find one without you, an eternal 
one, in a place where I need riot bhifli at my obliga- 
tions to you. 

Lady ALTON. 

Rafh woman, is this an anfwer for me ? 

Mifs LINDON. 
Rafhnefs, madam, wou'd ill fuit with my condi- 
tion i firmnefe and intrepidity will much better bc- 
I 5 come 
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come it : my birth, madam> i$ as good as your's ; my 

heart, perhaps, much better $ and as to my fortune, 

it (hall not depend on any one, much lefs on my 

rival, 

[ Goes out. 
Lady ALTON. [Alone. 

It (hall depend on me. I am forry {he reduces me 

to this extremity, and afliamM to make ufe of this 

rafcal Wafp; but fhe obliges me to it. Faithleft 

lover ! unhappy paffion ! O I am choked with rage. 

SCENE ni. 

FREEPORT, and MONTROS8 [In the eoiac- 

houfe, with WilUatna's wife, and icnraats pitttiog 
tbingi in order* 

WILLIAMS, Lady ALTON. 

Lady ALTON. [To WUlisoM. 

Mr. Williams, you fee me here often ^ but *tis 
your own fault. 

WILLIAH8* 
On the contrary* madam, we cou*d wiih— 

Lady ALTON. 
I am more concern*d than you can be i but yoii 

fliall fee me again, laflureyou. 

£€hefocsovt« 

WIL- 
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WILLIAMS. 

. So much the tirorfe. Wfaat wou*d fhe be at now ? 
What a difference there is betwixt her and the beau- 
tiful patient mils Lindon ! 

FREE PORT. 
True ; (he is, as you fay, beautiful and virtuous* 

WILLIAMS. 
I ftm forry this gentleman never faw her ; I am fure 
he ivou'd be greatly affe£led with her behaviour. 

MONTROSS. [Afidc. 

Wretch that I am ! I have other things to think of. 

FREEPORT. . 

I am always either upon 'Change, or at Jamaica; 
but one can't help liking now and then to fee a fine 
woman : ihe is xeally a fine creature, a fweet beha- 
viour, a charming countenance, and has fomething. 
noble in her air and demeanor.— -I muft fee her again 
one day or other. 'Tis pity (he's fo proud. 

MONTROSS. 
^My^lahdlofdhere informs me you behav'd to her in 
a moft generous manner* 

FREE- 
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FREEPORT. 
Who I ? no. Wou'd not you, or any man in my 
place, have done the fame ? 

MONTROS8. 

If I had been rich', and fhe ha<j merit, I believe I 

might. 

FREEPORT. 

What ;« there in it then to be wonder'd at?. [1& 
taies up the papers,] Well, what news have we to- 
day i How's this ? Lord Falbridge dead ! 

MONTROSS. 
Falbridge dead ! the only friend I had on earth, or 
from whom I cou'd expect relief! O fortune, fortunet 
wilt thou ever perfecute me ? 

FREEPORT. 

Was he your friend ? I am forry for you.— -£<//«- 

kurgbj April 14. Great fear cb is making after lord 

Montr of s^ condemn*^ to lofebis bead about eleven y ear $ 

ago. 

MONTROSS. 

Juft heaven ! what do I hear? What's that^ iir, 
lord Montrofs condenm'd-^ . 

FREE- 
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FREEPORT. 
Yes, fir, lord Montrofs ; there, fir, read it your* 

MONTR OSS. [Looking on the paper. 
'Tis fo indeed. [JJide.] I muft get away as faft as 
I can; this place is tod public : fure, earth and hell 
conspired, together never heap'd fomany misfortunes on 
one man. [To his fervant.^ John, let my horfes be 
iaddled, perhaps I may be going towards evening— 
how bad news flies ! 

FREEPORT. ^ 
Bad news, why fo? what iigniiies It whether lord 
Montrofs is beheaded or not? every thing pafTes 
away — to day a head is cut off, to-morrow we have it 
in the news-papers, and next day lye talk no more of 
it. If this mifs Lindon was not fo pro^d, I would go 
and afk her how Ihe 4^^; fhe is very handfome, and 
a very worthy creature. 

SCENE IV. 

To them a King's Mefleager. 
Meilengcr. 
Is yoi&r name Williams, & ? 

WIL- 
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WILLIAMS. 

' Yes, ^ fir, your ccAiniaands with me t 

MelTenger. 

You keep a cofFee-houfe, and let lodgipgs? 

WILLIAMS. : 
I do, fin 

Meflenger. 

You have a young Scotch lady in your houfe, nam'd 
Ilindon? 

WILLIAMS. 
I have, fir, and efteem it* a great happinefs. 

FREEPORT, 
A moft beautiful and virtuous lady i every body 
tells me fo. 

McfSencer. 
I come to feize her by order of the goverament i 
there's my warrant* 

WILLIAMS. 
Amazing I I fbudder at the thought. 

.M0NTR09S. 
A ycung Scotch woinan feiz'd on the very day of 
my anivJ! O my unhappy family, mycouatiy, 
what wil) become of my unfortunate daughter t ibe 

»9 
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is, perhaps, the vi£Um of fny miafortunes, languifh- 
i^g in foverty and a prilbn : why was.&e evef born? 

PREBPORT. 
I never heard of young girls being feie'd by order' 
of the government : I am afraid, Mr. MeiTenger, you 
ace a rafc^* 

WILLIAMS. 

If iheis a fortune-hunter, as Wafp faid, it wiH 
ruin my houfe ; I am undgne : this • court lady had 
ibme reafons I fee plainly-^-and^yet fhe muft be good 
and virtuous. 

Meiren|;er. 

Let's have none of your reafons, fir, to prifon, or 
give bail, that's the rule. 

WILLIAMS. 

Ill give you bail, myfelf, my houfe, my gWds, 

my perfon. 

M^fTenger. 

Your perfon's nothing -, the houfe^ perhaps, not 
yourown— your goods, whereiifeiibey? I mufthave 
money, 

WILr 
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WILLIAMS. 
Good Mr. Freeport, (hall I give htm the five hun* 
dred pounds which ibe fo nobly refus'd, and which 
are ftiU in my poiTof&on? 

FREEPORT. 
Ay, ay, HI give five hundred, a thoufand, tare 
thoufand; FU be anfw'erable for it, my name's Free- 
port. X believe the girl's ftri£Uy virtuous -, but (he 
ibou'd not be fo proud. 

.Meflenger. 
Come, fir, give us your bond. 

FREEPORT* 

With all my heart. 

WILLIAMS.^ 
'Tis.not every one employs their money thus. 

FREEPORT. 

To fpend it in doing good is putting it out to the 

bcftintcrcft. 
** [ Freepprt and the Meflcnger mire to the comer ^ 

of the cofTec-ioom to Icll out the money. 

SCENE 
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SCENE. V.^ 
MONTROSS/ WILLIAMS. 

WILLIAMS. 

You arc aftonifli'd, fir, at Mr. Frccport ; but 'tis 
his conflant pradice : bappy are thofe whom he takes 
a fancy to ! he is no complimenter, but does a man a 
fervice in lefs time than others ipend in making pro- 
teftations about it* 

' MOKTROSS. [Afidc. 

There arc ftill in the world fome noble fouls— what 
will become of me ? 

WILLIAMS. 

We muft take care not to let the poor young lady 
know any thing of the danger fhe has been in* 

MONTROSS. 
I mufti>e gone this night. 

WIJLLIAMS. 
One fbott'd neyertell people of their danger till it is 
paft. . 

M O N- 
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MONTROSS. 
The only frfcnd I had in London is dead : what 
fhou'd I do here ? 

WILLIA^MS. 
Wcihou'd make her faint away a fecond umc 

SCENE vr, 

MONTROSS. 
A young Scotch-woman is feiz^d^.a peiibn /«bo 
lives re(ir*d, and is fufpeAed by. the government. I 
don't know, wby^ but this adventure throws me. iato 
deep refle£Uons. Every thing conipires.to awaken the 
memory of my forrows, my affii^ions» my misfor- 
tunes, and my refeniment. 

S C E N E VII. 

MONTRO S S. [ Seeing Polly crofRng the iage. 
One word with you, madam, are you that pretty 
amiable young lady, born in Scotland, wbo«-« 

POLLY. 
Yes, fir — I, I 4m toleraUy y9tt0g,:aild a^ScoCtib- 
woman -, and as to pretty they fay I am not amiis. . 

MON- 
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MONTROSS. 
Have you -any news from your own country ? 

POLLY. 
N09 fir, I have left it a long time. 

MONTROSS. 
And what are your relations, pray f 

POLLY. 
My father was an excellent baker, as I have heard, 
and my mother waiting-maid to a woman of quali^j^. 

MONTROSS. 

O now I underftand you. You I fuppofe are kr* 

vant to that young lady I have Jieard fo much oft I 

was miftaken* 

POLLY. 

O fir, you do me- too mueh honour* 

MONTROSS. 
You know who your miftreis is, I fuppofe ? 

POLLY. 
YcB, fir, thefweeteft and mod amiable of her kx^ 
and one too who has the moft fortitude in affli^on. 

MONTROSS. 

^he is in diftreis then I 

POLLY. 
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POLLY. 
Yef| flr, and To am I; but I had rather ferve ber 

In afflidtiun than be ever To h«ippjr» 
MQNTR088. 
But don't you know her family I 

TOLLY. 
My midrefsi fii*, deflrea to •remain unknown : (be 
hai no family : {itf why do you afk me thefequeftioQi t 

MONTR089. 
To remain unknown I fay you ? O beaveiTt if I 
cou'd at laft — but 'tU a vain imagination. Tell me, 

prayi how old 1$ your miftrefsf 
POL LV. 
One may fafely tell her age. She ii juft eighceciL 

M0NTRO88. 
Eighteen t the very age of my dear Montrofi, my 
lovely infanti the only remaining hope of my unhappy 
family — - eighteen fay*ft thou i 

POLLY. 
'. Ycni firi and I am but two and twenty, there^ no 
great difference between ua • I fee no reafon why you 
fliou*d make fomany refledtions on her age. 

M ON- 
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MONTROSS. 
EighteeB, and . born in my country, defires to re- 
main unknown ! I cannot contain myfelf — by your pcr- 
miffion I mull fee and talk to her immediately. 
POLLY. 
Telling him of a girl of eighteen has turn'd this old 
gentleman's brain. — You can't poiSbly fee her at 
prefent, fir, flxe's in the greateft diftreis. ^ 

MONTROSS. 
For that very reafon I muft fee her. 

POLLY. 
O, fir, frcfli griefe and calamities have torn her heart, 
and depriv'd her of her fenfes. She is not one of thofe 
I afltireyou, fir, who faint away for nothing; fhe is 
but juft now come to herfelf, and the little reft fhe now 
enjoys is mix'd with grief and bitternefe. Have pity, 
fir, on her condition. 

MONTROSS. 
All you fay but increafes my defire. I am her coun. 
try man, and partake her afflidions, perhaps I may be 
able to leflcn them j permit me, I beg you, before ' 
leave this place, to have an interview with her. 

POLLY. 
You afiia me deeply, fir ; ftay here a kw minutes. 
It is impoffiblc a young lady, who has juft fainted away', 

fhou'd 
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ihouM be able to receive vifiu immediately. TU go t^ 
her, and come back to you foon. 

SCENE vni. 

M0NTR08 8, WILLIAMS. 

WILLIAMS. [PulUnghimbytbeflcm* 
Sir, ii there nobody near uif 

MONTROSS. 
With what impatience (hall I wait for her return ! 
WILLIAMS. 
Cannobody hear u8? 

M0NTR08S. 
I can never fupport this anxiety. 

WILLIAMS. 
They are in fearch of you, fir, — 
M0NTR08S, 
Who, where, what? 

WILLIAMS. 
I fay, fir, they are in fearch of you ( I cannot help 
interefiing myfelf in the fafety of thofe who lodgeiA my 
houie. I don't know who yoo are, fir, but I have 
been a(k*d a thoufand queftiona about you* They bsve 
furrounded the houfc, pai&ng, and repaffing, getting 
all the information they can. In (hort I (ball not be 
furprii'd if in a little time they (bou'd pay you the lame 

compliment 
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compliment as they did the young lady, who, itfeems, 
is of the fahie jcountry^ 

MONTROSS. 
I muft fpeak with her before I gOt 

WILLIAMS/ 

T&ke^ my advice, fir, and get away as faft as you 
can ; oar friend Freeport perhaps might not be in the- 
humour to do as mach for you as for a girl of eighteen* - 
MONTROSS. 

Pardon me,^but I know not ^efe I am ; I fcarce 

heard you — what muft I do, or where can I'go ? my- 

dear fir, I cannot go without feeing.her : let me talk 

to you a little in private : I muft beg you fome how or 

other to let me have an opportunity of feeing this young* 

lady. 

WILLIAMS. 

I told you before, you wou'd want to fee her. I af- 
fure you nothing can be more beautiful, more virtu- 
ous, or more agreeable. 

' End of the Third Act. 
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ACT IV. SCENE. I. 

WILLIAMS, W A S P. [ At a table in the coffee-room. 
FREEPORT. [Smoaking a pipe. 
WILLIAMS. 
I muft be fo free as to tell you, Mr. Wafp, if I majr 
believe all Chat is faid of you, you wou'd do me a favor 
by never coining to my houfe again. 
FREEPORT. 
All that is faid is generally falfe : what fly has ftung 
you, Mr. Williams I ' 

WILLIAMS. 
You come, and write your papers here, Mr. Wafp; 
and my coSee-houfe will be looked on as a poifon 

(hop. 

FREEPORT. [To Williams 

. This fellow feems to deferve what you fay. 

WILLIAMS. [ToWafp. 

They fay you fpeak ill of all mankind. 

FREEPORT. 

Of all mankind ! that's too much indeed. 

WILLIAMS. 
They begin even to fay you are an informer, and 
a fcoundrel, but I am loth to believe them. 

FREEPORT. [ToWafp. 

Do you hear, fir ? this is paft raillery. 

WASP. 
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WASP. 
I am an iUuftrioits writer, fir, a maa of tafte. 

WILLIAMS. 
Tafte or no tafte, iir> I fay you have done me an 

^ ^ WASP. 

So far from it, fir, that I have helpM off your coffee, 

have made it fafhionable to come to your houfe, 'tb . 

my leputadon that has brought you cuftom. 

WILLIAMS, 

A fine reputation indeed 1 that of a fpy, a bad atv- 

Aor, and a worfe man ! 

WASP. 

Stop, Mr. Williams, if you pleafe. You may at« 

tads my morals, but my works-I will never fiifler that. 

WILLIAMS. 

Your writings, fir, arenotwordimyconfideration; 

but you are fufpeAed of a de%n^gainft the amiable 

Mift Lindon* 

PREEPORT. 

If I thought fi>, I wou'd drown the dog with my 

own hands. 

WILLIAMS. 

Tk find, yoQ aocus'd her of being Scoedi, and the 
honeft gentkniaa too who fires above ftaijv. 
Vot. VH, K WASP. 
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V^ASP. 
Well, and fuppofe I had, what harm is there in 
being of any particulai country? 

WILLIAMS. 
'Tis moreover reported that you have had fcveral 
conferences with the agents of a certain, choleric lady 
who comes here, and with the fervants of a noble lord, 
who us'd to frequent this houfe : that yoi tell Ulc5, 
and blow up quarrels. 

FREEPORT. [ToWaip. 

Arc you really fuch a rogue ?. then (hall 1 deteft you. 

WILLIAMS. 
O thank God! here comes my lord, if I am not 

'"^^^*^^"- FREEPORT. 

A lord, is it ? then your humble fervant, I hate a 
lord, as much as I do a bad writer. • 

WILLIAMS. 
. He's not like other lords, I aOure you. 
FREEPORT. 
Like other lords or not, 't is no matter. I never lovg 
to be difturb'd, fo fare you well. I don't know bow 
it is, my frtind,^ut 1 am always thinking of this young 
Scotchwoman— nicomeback prefently—immcdJatcly 
I want to talk ferioufly to her— your fcrvant. This f c^tch 

woman 
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wooian is ^landfome, and a good creature — Adieu — 
[ returning] tell her, I intend to-fcrvc her greatly. ' 

S C E N E 11. 

Lord MURRAY, [ Penfivc and in great s^ution« 

WAS*", [ bowing to him, of which be takes no notice. 

WILLIAMS. [At a diftance from him. 

Lord MURRAY. [To Williamt . 

Pm glad to fee you, friend : how is that charming 

girl you have the pleafure to boaft of as your' Jodger 

here-? 

WILLIAMS. 

She has been very ill, fir, fince ihe faw you: butPm 
fure flic will be better now. 

Lord, MURRAY. 

Great God^ thou proteftor of innocence, I ijtiplore 

thee for herj O deign to make me an inftrumen't in 

doingjufticc to virtue, and fheltering the unfortunate 

from oppreffion! Thanks to thy goodnds, and my 

own endeavors, I have hopes of fuccefs, Hark'ee' 

friend, I wou'd talk a little with that man. [ Pmnting 

tofTa^.] 

WASP. [To Williams. 

You fee, fir, you were miftaken, and I have fome 
credit ftill at court. 

WILLIAMS. [ Gomg cut. 

That's not quite fo clear. 

K 2 Lord 
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Lord MURRAY. [ToWafp. 

Well) my friend — 

WASP. r Bowing. 

Permtt me^ my tord^ to dedicate z volume to your 

lordflirp— . . 

Lord MURRAY. 

No, fir, we ar&not ulking about dedications : you 

are the perfon that inform 'd my fervants of the arrival 

of the old gentleipan juft come from Scotland -, you 

defcrib'd him, and made the fame report to ibe mini- 

fterofftatc. 

WASP. 

Myiordy I only did my duty. 

Lord MURRAY. [ Giving bim a pmie. 

You have done me a fervice without knowing it : 

tut 1 4pn't confider the intention. ' Some folks lay )t>u 

mpant to hart, and have done gpod : there's fomething 

for your fervice. But if ever from this time forward 

you fo much as pronounce the name of that centkiaan* 

or of Mifs LindoD, Til throw you out at window^ — 

away, begonei fir, 

WASP. 

My lord, I return you thanks ; every body abufes 

me, and gives me money ; I am certainly a cleverer 

fellow than I thought I was. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

Lord MURRAY. fAIonc, 

An old gentkman juft ,' su'riv'd from Scotland i mifs 

Lindon bom in the fame country ! alas ! if it were 

poffible to repair the cruel injtn-ies my father did — if 

heaven wou*d graciouily permit-— but I'll go in. [To 

Pelfyy who comts out of mifs Lindanes aparinuntl Polly, 

.were not you furpris'd ar not feeing me for ib long a 

time ? two wh<Je days ! I (hou'd not have forgiven my- 

felf had I not been engag'd in my dear mifs Lindon 's 

fervice: the minifters of ftate were at Windfor, and I 

was oblig'd to follow them there. Heaven fure infpii- 

red thee, when them told'ft me, Polly, the fecret of 

her birth. 

PQLLY. ' 

Vm frighten'd yet, my miftrefs fo often forbad me : 

were I to give her the leaft uneafmefs I fhou'd die with 

grief. Alas ! fir, your abfence this very day threw 

her into a fainting fit, and I believe I fhou'd have 

Glinted tooy if I had not exerted all my ilrength to 

afBft ben 

Lord MURRAY. 

There, Polly, there's, fomething for the fainting fit 

you had like to have fall'n into* J Give$ her money. J 

K 3 POLLY. 
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POLLY. 

My lord, I thank you ; I am not (b high* fpirited as 

tny miftrefs, who refufes to accept of any thing i and 

j>retends to be quite at her eafe, when (he isabfolutely 

ftarving. 

Lord MURRAY. 

Good heaven ! the daughter of Montrofs reduc'd to 

poverty ! how guilty am I ! but I will repair every 

thing, her condition (hall foon be chang'd: why 

wou'd (he fo long conceal it from me j 

POLLY. 

*Tis the only thing in which flie deceived you^ or I 

believe ever will. 

Lord MURRAY. 

But let us go in, I long to throw myfelf at her feet 

POLLY. 

my lord,, not yet ; ibe is now with an old gentle* 
man, a very old gentleman, who is her countryman, 
and they are faying fuch tender things. 

Lord MURRAY. 
Who is this old gentleman ? methinks 1 am already 
interefted in his favor. 

POLLY. 

1 know nothing of him. 

Lord, 
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Lord MURRAY. 
Wou'd to God he were the perfon I wifH him to be ? 
and what did they fay to each other ? 
POLLY. 
They began to grow very ferious, the gentleman 
feem'd to wifh me out of, the room, and fo I came 
away. 

S C E N E IV. 
Lady ALTON, Lord MURRAY, POLLY. 
Lady ALTON. 
So, fir, at laft I've caught you : thou bafe perfidi- 
ous man, now.fir, I am convinced of your inconftancy, 
auid my own difgrace. 

Lord MURRAY. 
True, madani, you are fo. [jf/Ue.] what an unr 
feaJRma&le intrufioh ! 

Lady ALTON. 
Perfidious mohfter ! 

Lord MURRAY. 
A monfter I may appear in your eyes, and I am 
glad of it ; but pie/fidiouS' I never was ; 'tis not my 
.charader: before I lov'd another,* I frankly told 
you I had no longer any regard for you* 

K 4 ^ Lady, 
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Lady ALTON. 
After a promifeof marriagei wretch, after ib many 
proteftations of love I 

Lord MURRAY. 
When I made thofe proteftations I lov^d you, and 
when 1 promisM to marry you, I meant to do fi>» 

Lady ALTON. 
And why then did not you keep your word ? what 

prevented you ? 

Lord MURRAY. 

Your chara^cr, your fiery temper and diTpofitton • 
marriage was intended to make us happy, and I ikw 
too plainly we were not made for each others 
Lady ALTON* 

And fo you have quitted me .for a wanddng jadf 
errant, a poor fortune-hunter* 

Loid MURRAY. 
No, madam, I leave you for foftnefi and good* 
. nature^ /or every grace, wA every virtue* 
LidyALTDH. 
But you are not yet poflefr*d of her ; know, tniior, 
I will bt reveng'd, and Speedily too. 

Lord, 
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Loni MURRAY. 
I know your vindi&ive temper, know you have 
more envy than jealoury, more rage than tenderneis, 
but you will be forcM to honour and refped the woman 

Hove. 

Lady ALTON. 

IkMHjffr the objea of your afiedion, fir, better than 

you do ; know I who flie is j I know too who that 

ftranger is, who came hither yefterday : yes fir, I am 

acquainted with it all, and fo are they who have more 

power and authority than lord Murray: that unworthy 

rival, for whom I am deipis'di (hall ibon be feisM and ra* 

viih'd from you. 

^ Lord MURRAY. 

What (ays (he, Polly? I'm terrify *d atthe^ought.^ 

POLLY. 
And (b am I. ' We are undone, (ir, " 

Lord MURRAY. 
Stay, madams explain yoorfclf — hear me. 

Lady ALTON, 
ni hear notkmg, anfwer nothings explain nodling'; 
you are aa kicoaAaaiy faUe^^hear ttd^ perfidiona vih 
hdn. : lAtk.) 

ILs 8C£NS 
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. • S C E N E. V. 

' ' » 

. toid MURRAY, POLLY. 
*^" Loid MURRAY. 

What does this fury mean i her jealoufy is terrible: 
heaven grant I liever may be jealous ! ihe talks of 
having my dear girl feis'd, and pretends to know this 
ftrangcr* What wou'd (he be at ? 
POLLY, 
To tell you the truth, my miftrefs has been taken 
up by order of the government, and I too, I believe; 
and if it had not been for an honeft fat man^ who it 
goodnefs itfelf, and who gave in bail for us, we had 
both been in prifon at this very time* Thej had mad< 
me fwear not to tell you any thing of it : but how can 
^ I conceal it from you ? 

Lord MURRAY. 
What do I boar? misfortune on misfortune ! your 
mifirefs*^ very name I find is fufpe£led. Alas I my 
family was born to be the deftruAionof hers : heaven^ 
/fortune, juftice, and love wou'd repair all, but guilt 
jfppo/ei m^i It ihall. Dotj muft not triumph ; do not 
j^anxl. tny dear girl. TU go myfelf to the miniftry 1 
JTiy, exerj^ thing, do everj^tUng to fave her. TU deny 
myfelf the happineft of feeing her till I can afllire her 
•f fucce6« I fly, Polly, to ferve hery and will return 

immediately 
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tdjr. Tell ho- I have left only bccaufe I 
adore her/ [ Goes cut.'} 

POLLY. 
This is^a flnmge adventure. I fee tbb world is 
noditi^ but a perpetual conteft between the vutuous 
and the wicked, and we poor girls are always the fuf- 

SCENE VI. 

MONTKOSS, Mi6LINDON, [Nods toFoUf,wiho 

goc% cut. 
MORTROS8. 

Every word you utter pierces my ibul : bom in Lo- 
diaber ! perfecuted, oppreft'd, and defened ! a wonran 
widi iiicb noble fentioientf I 

Mi&LIMDOH. 

Thofefentiaients^iir, perhaps are owing Co my mis' 
fivtunes: bad I been bn>ug^t up in eafe and luxury, 
my fofulf which is fortifyM by adverfity, had been weak 

MONTROSS. 

O diou art worthy of a nobler fate. You acknow^ 

ledge to me you are'fphtng froxh one of die profcribed 

Cunilies,* wIr^ hltoi was ' flied on a (caiFoId in 

cut civil wars. But ilill you conceal fiom me yotrr 

Hanis 9i«l birth. 

Mils 
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Mifi UNppN^ 
Duty biQ<ls me to filence. My father himf^f was 
profcribed : they are even now in fearch of him, and 
lyere I to name perhaps I mig;ht deftroy him. You 
infpire me, I own, with uncommon tenderneia and ref« 
peA, but I know you not, and L have every thing 
to fear. You fee I am myfelf fufpeded, and am a pri- 
soner here. One word might ruin me. 

MONTROSS. 
One word perhaps might ^ive me the greateft coili* 
fort : but tell me only w)iM ^IgO you were of when 
you parted from your father^ who v^ dftcrwaidt to 
unhappy i 

MlflLINDON. 
I was then but fivo jeisa oMt 

MONTKOSS. 
Great God, have mercy on me I evviy Aing ft* 
fiiys contributei. to throw new fight on my d^ik 
paths i O providence, do not withdraw thy gogdndb 
from me! 

You wtcp, fir> al«| ! nor ^l h^ jointoc my 
leass with J9un« 
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Qo oo^ I coigure ygu ; after your father had quitted 
his family to lee it no more, how long did you remain 
with your mother i * 

Mif$ UNPON. 
I was t^ years old when (he died in my arms, Of^ 
preOcd with grief and mifery, and after (be had heai4 
that my brother was kiird in battle. 

MOMTROSS. 
O I fiunt ; What a dreadful |iM>ment t O thou deaf, 
unhappy wife, and thbo jnore fioitunatb Ibn^ to* die 
wttkeut feeing 6> mud^ mifery I de yim remcinbar 
^Us pi&ue } 

[Taket apiaiweeiil ^fJiis pocket 

Mk LINDON. 
Whatdo.I totl is. tbia-a'4riam?;fiindy 'tiBf\my 
mother's pidure. 

MONTR0&6. 
It 1^9 St iayour maiher; and I am that unh^py. 
fathei wha is condcain'd t^ deadly whole tmnl^ling 
arms now embrace- thfi«. 

MiftLINDOM. < > 

Do I live ? wfaera ain P? O fir^ bAold me *flt 
youf knees: this* is the firft happy moment of my 

life: 
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life : O my father ! alas ( hov^ durft you venture hi* 
ther ? I tremble for you, even whilft I am thus happy 
in your fight. / 

M0NTR0S8. 
My deareft child, you know the misfortunes of our 
family; you know that the houfc of Murray, ftUI 
jealous of ours, plunged us into chefe calamities. I 
have loft all : one friend alone remained, who by hfs 
intereft and power might have reftor'd me, and had 
,piomifed it ; but on my arrival here, i find that friend 
iadcad^.thatJ am fearcn'd after in .Scotland, and a 
price put on my head. 'Tis, no doubt, the ion of 
my old enemy who ftill perfecutes me : I will die by hii 
hand, oi be reveng'd on him. 

Mils LINDON. 
And come you then with a reiblutidn to kill lord 
Murray ? 

M0NTKOS8. 
Yes : I wiD revenge you and my fiuiiily, or die* I 
only basard a life already devoted to the fcaifold. 

Mfft LIN'DbN; 
O fortune, in what new. horrors doft thou involve 
me 1 wbM mttft I do ? O my fiKbct 1 : 

MON- 
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MONTllOSS* 
My deareft daughter ! how cruel is thy jfate to be 
bora of fucb a wretched father ! 

Mi6 LINDON. 
O fir, I am much more unhappy than you think 
me : are you refolv'd on this fatal enterprife ? 

MONTROSS. 
Ay, to death. 

Mifs tINDON. 
O my dear father, let me conjure you by that life 
which you gave me, by your misfortunes, by my 
own, which are, perhaps, ftill greater, do not ex« 
poie me to the dread of lofing you ; have pity on me, 
/pare your own life, and jprtfervt mine. 

MONTROSS. 
Your voice reaches to my inmoft foul : mediinks 1 
hear in thee, thy much-lov'd mother; fpeak, what 
wou'd you ? 

MiirLINDON. 

Do not expofe your precious life, but quit -tbyis 

dangerous place, dangerous for us both : jes, I am 

refehr'd I will' renounce all for my dear father's lake* 

I am ready to fisttow you^ I will accompany yov^ 

fir. 
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fir, to fome far dLftant Uland, Blid there thefe hands 
fliaH labour to fupport jou. It is my duty, and I will 
perform it : 'tis done, away. 

MONTROSS. 
I mufl not then revenge you I 

MiftLINDON. 
No, fir, that vengeance wou'd deftroy me : cofiie» 
]et us be gone* 

MONTROSS. 
Well, I fobmit. The fathef^s love previails over 
all : fince you hav« the courage to accompany oir, I 
will go : I will prepare every thing (br oar departuie 
from London within this hour : be ready : one mose 
embrace, andfarewdh 

SCENE VII. 

Mifr UNI>OM»P.OLLY. 

Mifi LINDON. 
^is all over, Pbliy: I OaU never fee loid Mmay 
igasK. 

JOLLY. 
Indeed, madam, but you wtU } hell be hese m a 
ikwminuM; he iskutjuftgoatfipoiabencc. 

Mila 
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Mifs LINDON. 
Gone from hence ! and not fee me : this is worie 
than all* O 017 unhagpy father ! why did we not gp 
before? 

POLLY. 
If he had not been interrupted by that deteftable 
lady Alton. 

Mifs LINDON. 
What ! did he meet her here after all to infult me I 
after leaving me for three dap without ib much as 
writing I to affront me fo grpfsly* O if my life were 
not necelTary' to my dear fiither, thii moment woti'd I 
part from it. 

POLLY, 
fiat br«r mCt onutemy IXwcftr to you my brd«-«- 

JkOi^LINPON. 
Perfidious wretch I but -aU aiea arefe. O my 
poor fother ! hereafter I will think on none but thee. 

POLLY. 
On my foul, madam, ydu uc wrong ; my lord is 
Mt faUe or perfidious, but oiie of t!hc beft of men : he 
Wcs ytw from hie foul, and has given me convincing 
proofs of it* 

Mifs 
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Mifs LINDON. 
Nature ibou'd be fuperior to love. I know not 
whither I am going, or what will become of me ; 
but certainly I can never be more miferable than I am 
at prefent. 

. . • POLLY. 

My dear miftrefs, you will hear nothing ; recover 
your fpirits a lictle : I tell you, you are beloved. 

Mifs LINDON. 
O Polly, will you follow me ? 

. . POLLY, 
i To die end of the^ world, niadam : but hear mei 

you are beloved, indeed you are. . * 

Mift X INDON. 
Let me> alone^ tadk no more to me of mjr lord : 
alas ! if he did love me» I muftJeave him-— that geiw 
tieman you &w with me*-^> 

TOLLY. 
WcU— 

. Mt£i LINDON. > 

. Coofte ini and HI tell jou.aU : te4r» and i^lu will 
not let me ipcak : follow me, and giH every thing 
ready for our departure. 

End of the Fourth Act. 
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ACTV. SCENE I. 
Mifs LINDON, FREEPORT,<WILLIAMS. 

. WILLIAMS. 
IjOLLY, I find, is packing up your things j you 
-*- are going to leave us ; you can't imagine, ma- 
dam, the concern it gives me. 

MifsLINDON. 
My dear landlord, and you, fir, to whom I am fe 
much indebted for your unmerited generofity, I am 
forry it is not in my power to return it ; but be af« 
fured I ihall never, whilft I have life, forget you* 

FREEPORT. 
What is all this, whatjs all this ? if you like us, 
why do you leave us ? you an't afraid of any thing are 
you i a ^rl, like you, can have nothing to fear. 

WILLIAMS. 
Mr. Freeport, the old gentleman, who it feems is 
her countryman, is going too. The lady wept, and 
he wept, at parting^ j and I am ready to weep too. 

FREE- 
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FREEPORT. 
Ridiculous I I never wept in my life : our eyes were 
Meyer given us for that purpofe : I own Vm ferry* 
Tho' file is a little proud, as I told you^ yet flie is 
ftich a good creature, one can't help being concerned 
at lofing her. If you go, madam, you muft write to 
me ) I ihall always be glad to do you any fei vice : 
perhaps we may meet again one day or other, who 
knows } but be fure you don't forget to write to me. 

Mifs LIN DON.*. 
I afTure you, fir, I will } and if ever fortune— 

FREEPORT. 
Williams, I'm fure this woman Is weIl*bom« I 
ihall expeft a letter from you, but don't put too much 
wit into it* 

WILLIAMS. 
^ You will forgive me, madam, but I reaUy don't 
^hink you are at liberty to go from henoe, as Mr« 
Freeport is bail for you, «nd muft lofe five hundred 
pounds if you leave ui. 

MiALINDON. 

O heaven I another diftrefs I another humiliation ! 

muft I then remain here i and my lord --«** my £a* 

ther too.— 

FREE- 
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FREKPORT. [ToWiUiams. 

O don't kt that flop her— there is fomcthing in her 
that charms me-*buC let her go as foon as (be pleafes: 
you don't fuppofe I value' five hundred pounds. 
liarlL'ee) Williams, put five hundred more into her 
portmanteau. I beg» madam, [/^ mifs Lindon] ypu 
will go whenever it is agreeal^Ie to you ; write to me^ 
and let me fee you when you return ; for I have really 
conceiv'd a great efleem and affection for you. 

S C E N E II. 

Lord MU RR A Y and fervsnts at one part of the ftag^, 
Mir« LINDON and iKe red at the other. 

Loid MURRAY, [To hi» fei vants. 
Stay you here : and do you run io the court of 
chancery, and bring me thofe parchments as foon aa 
they arc finifhed : go you and get things ready at my 
new houfe. [Pulh afapgr out of his fockkty and reads J] 
What happinefs it will be to make her happy !- 

Mifs LINDON., [To Polly. 

O Poliyt I am diftra£led at the fight of him. 

FREE^ 
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FREEPORT. 
This lord always comes in unfeafonably : he is hand- 
fome and' well-made, and yet I don't like him: but 
what's that to me ? I have certainly fome regard for 
her ; but I am not in love with her.>-^Madam> your 
fervant. 

Mifs LINDOM. 
I {hall not go, fir, without paying my refpeds to 

you. 

FREEPORT, 

O pray, madam, no ceremony; perhaps it may 

zffeSt me too much. Don*t think Pm in lore with 

you, madam ; but I (bou'd be glad to fee you once 

more before you go : I fhall be in the houfe, and muft 

fee you kt out. Go^ Williams, and help the good 

gentleman above, I find I have a prodigious regard 

for this young lady. 

SCENE III. 

Loni MURRAY, Milt LINDON. 

Lord MURRAY. 

At length once more 1 am happy in the fight of all 

I bold dear on earth. What a houfe is this for mi(s 

Lindon ! but one more worthy of her is prepar'd : you 

look 
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look down and weep : for heaven's fake what has hap- 
pened to you ? who was that furly looking fellow tal|c- 
ing with you ? if he is the caufe of your uneafinefs, 
he (hall (bon repent it. 

MIfsLINDON. 
Alas ! my lord, he is one of the beft of men ; one 
who has taken pity on my misfortunes ; who has never 
abandon'df never infulted me ; one who never talked 
to my rival without deigning to look on me ; one who, 
if he had lov*d me, wou'd not have let three days pafs 
without writing. 

Lord MURRAY. 

Believe me, when I tell you, I had rather die than 
merit the leaft of thofe cruel reproaches. I abfented 
myfelf but for your fake, thought of nothing but 
you, and have fervid you in fpite of yourfelf : if, on 
my return here, I foifnd that clamorous revengeful 
woman, cou'd I help it ? I went back again tmmedi* 
atrly to counteraft her fatal deiigns. My God, not 
write to you ! 

Mi(»LINDON. 

No. / 

Lord 
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Lord MURRAY. 

I fee fhe Ivis intercepted my letters ;. her bafenels 

increafes, if poflible, my paffion j may it recall your's ! 

how unkind w^ it in you to conceal from me your 

name and condition f a condition fo unj^vorthy of you* 

MilsLINDON. 
Who difcover'd them to you? 

Lord M U R R AY. [Poiming to Polly* 
She, your confederate. , 

MilsLINDON. 
Did you betray me ? 

POLLY. 
You betrayed yourfelf, madam | I ferv'd you. 

MiftLIMDON. 
You know me then ; you know what baHcd hath 
always Avidedour feniUes : your father was the caufe 
dl mine being condcmn'd to death j he reducied me to 
that wretched ftate which I endeavour^' to conceal 
from yous and you» U»ftDs now daie avowapaffion 
forme! 

Laid 
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tora MU«AAV. 

< I ^ ; 1 liioffe you ; *ti# ivbat I ovire you :* iny love 

fliall repair the injuries my ftfther did : 'tis the juftlce 

of providence : my heart, my fortune, and my life, 

. are in your diQpofal ; let u^ unite thefe hpftiie names. 

Here is a contract of marriage i (hall I hope to fee;it 

executed? L 

Mifi LIN-DON. 

Alas ! my lofd^ it is impoffible ; I aih going this 
moment to leave you for ever. 

. .'Lpitl MWl^XAY, 
Going ? to leave me for eVer ? fooner (hall you be- 
hold noe peri£h ia jrdur feet : am I at laft rejeded 
then? 

POLLY. 

I fay^ madam, you muft not ^o ; you . are always 
making fome defperate refolution : but I (hall bring 
you to yourfelf again. My lord, you mud fecond me. 

Urd MURRAY. 
Who cou'd inipire you with this cruel defign to fly 
from me, to render all my cares abortive i 

MttiLlNDON. 
My fadttr. 

L Lord 
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.LoidMTJRRAV. 
Your father? where is be? what dob? he mean tB 
do with you ? inform me quickly. 

MifsLINDON. 
He's here, and means to carry me awaj with him ; 
it is rcfolv'd* - 

Loid MURRAY. 

No : by thy dear felf I fwear, it muft not, Audi 
jiot be ; wh^re is he ? condudmetohim* 

MifsLINDDN. 
My deareft lord, take care $ let him not fee you : he 
IS come hitherto finilh his misfortunes by taking away 
your life, and 1 have confented to fly^with him to <fi- 
¥ert him from this dreadful refolution. 

Loia MORkAY. 
Your^s is mote cruel fiill i but be afliirM I fear 
him not, nay hope One day to make him my friend.— 
This feHow not returned yet ! O heaven I how fwift 
is every evil thing, how flow is every good ! 

MiitLlNDDN, 
My father tomes : if you love me, do not let him 
fee you ; fpare him the horror of fuch an interview : 
fer heaven's lake retire, at leaft for a while. 

Lor 
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Lord MURRAY. 
'Tis with the uf moft regret that I fubmit ; but yom 
command, and I muft obey. I will go in, ^nd return 
with arms thatihall make his dropout of his haji.d« 

SCENE IV. 

MONTRQS8, MiA L III DON. 

M0NTR0S8. 
Come, my dear daughter, my only comfort and 
fupport, let us be gone. 

Mifs LINftON. 
O thou unhappy father of a more unhappy daugh- 
ter, never, never will I leave you ; but pertnit me to 
ilay here a little longer. 

MONTROSS. 
What ! after your urgent iritreaties that I wou'd go 
immediately ; after having promifed to follow me to 
fome d«fart folitude, where I may forget my difgraccl 
have you chang'd your defign ? have you fo foon for- 
got the tender fentiments you fo lately exprefs'd i 

Mifs LINDON. 
Indeed, fir, I am not chang'd : I am incapable of 
fuch.baienefs; I will follow you : but once more let . 
la % me 



iao The COFFEE-HOUSE: Or, 
me intreat you, ftay a little while: grant but this fa- 
vor to her who owes to you a life .of forfoW^ i 4o lloC 
ipefufe me a few precious moments* 

MONTROSS^ 

They are indeed precious, and yd you wou*d lavsih 
them away : conftder we are every moment in dinger 
of being difcover'd, that you have yourfelf been feiz'd, 
that they are ev'n now in fearcb of me, and that to* 
tnorrow you may fee your father given up to an igno- 
mintous death. 

MiA LINDON. 

Thofe words are as a clap of thunder to me» I 
iubmit, fir ; I am afliam'd I ftay'd fo long ; but I had 
a diftant hope — ^no matter; you uemjbdicr^ and 
111 follow you. O me ! 

SCENE V. 

FREEPORT and WILLIAMS on tmt Side •f the Ua^ 
MONTROSS ana his Daogliter OA die ocbcr. 



FREEPORT. ITo 

Her fervant has carry*d the portmanlieau back to bcr 

chamber: die/ll nor go yet ; Vm glad of dut^ how- 

ever. I b^an to have a ibrt of liking to bcr; aqC 

thatTa in kyvewitkb^j but Ihc is lb wcft-ktcl^ 



i 
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there is no parting from her without feme uneafmeis ; 
a kind of anx'tety that J fiever fdt before : there's 
ibmething very extraordinary in it* 

MONTROSS. (ToFr««(^rt. 

Sir, your fervant; we are jtift going to fet out, 
with hearts full of gratitude to you for pad favours : I 
aflure you I nev^r met with a worthier man than 
yourfelf ; you alm'oft reconcile me to manlcind, 

FREEPORT. 

You are going then, fir, ^and this laiy I fuppofe : 
Vm forry for it : you (hou'a have 'ftaiJ a little Ioniser ; 
indeed yoti ftou d.' I have Juft now thought of fomc- 
ifrnigt cb^; perhaps^ might not be difagreeabk to you: 

fnjf ftay# 

^ • 

6 C E N B . Vr. . , 

To tbem Lord M IJ[ R R A Y . [Taking t roll of parch* 

ment from his iervant, 

'Tis well : thank beaveii I I have at laft got the 

l^led^ of n^y future bappinefs. 

r&f BrOKT.. , (AM«. 

A {dague on this lord^ here he is again : I bate iiim 
for being b agreeable. 

L 3 MON« 



aaa The COFFEE HOUSE, Or, . 

MONTKOSS [To his daughter, whtlft Lonl 
Munraj h talking to bit ftrw 
yvkU 
Who IS- that mail, my dear ? 

MifsLINDON.. 
It js, fir — it is — O heaven ! have mercy on me ! . 

WILLIAMS. 
'Tis my lord Murray, fir, one of the fineft gende- 
meain this kingdom, and the mod gqjerous* 

MONTROSS. 
Murray I O heav'n f my fatal eaeipjy who comei 
to infult.mc^ to triumph over my mitibrttmci Idraws 
bisjword} but he (haU have my life, orI.hJ8« 

Mift LINDON. 
O flop, my father, what wdu'd you do ? 

MON^TROSS. 
Cruel daughter ! and is it thus you have betiTy'd 
me? 

WI L LI A M S. [Stepping between tbenr. 

No violence, I beg, fir, in 'my hoofe ; you will 
. luin'me. ; 

FREE. 



ThcSCOTCHWOMAN^r 213 
FREEPQRT. 
Why fliou'd you hinder psopje £rom fig^i^ingi ilT 
tixey have a mind to it ? 

Lord MUlt It A?. [At a diftance from MoDtroftc 
You are the father of that charming woman i 

MiisHNDON. 
O I die. 

MONTROSS. 

' I am, fir $ Til not deny it* Come then, thou cruet 
Ion of a ifall more cruel father, I know thy porpofe ^ 
come, and take my lifei. 

WltLIAMS^ 

Loid MURRAY. 

SUnp him not : I have that which wilt difium him«. 
. X ' [Draws his fiv«f4i 

Mi6 LINDOK. [Sinltipsiiitpaieyfm of P^Hy^ 
Cruel man! and dare you— • 

Loid MURRAY. 

Yes, I dare-rJ am the fen of your ihvetesate foe & 
and thus \tbrowing atvay bis fword^ I attack you« 

FREEPORT* 
Here's another for you, fir. 

L 4 Eofd 
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Lord MVtlllAV. 
NoiV| fir^ wkh one hand Arike this guilty breaft, 
and with the other receive this paper— read, and know 

me* 

MONTROSS, • . 

What do I fee f my pardon fign'^i my honours re- 
cord, my family re-eftabliflicd ! O heaven I and is it 
to you, to lord Murray, I owe it all. O my friend, 
my benefactor, |iow you triumph mooe^ much moUf 
than if I had fallen by your fword. ^ 

Mifs LINDQN. , 

O unexpected happineft I my loyer then b worthy 



of me. 



Lord MURRAY. 



/4 . , > 

O my father. per(nit me tp embra^ you. 
^ >..iHi 4v... 1M0NTR08S. 
tioW fiidli ff«piy fiiok ^eiofky? - 

Lord M U R R AY [Pointing to mi& Lindoi* 
There, fir, is my reward, 

,^fONTROS8. 

The father and the daughter are both yours for 
ever. • 

FREE- 
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FREBPORT. [ToWilUaiM. 
My friend, I was afraid this lady was not made for 
me: however, flie is falFn into good hands, a^ndlam 
latisf/d. 

End of the Fifth and Last Act. 
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THE 

ORPHAN 

OF 

CHINA. 

A 

TRAGEDY. 

Reprefented at Paris, Auguft 20, 1755^. 



TO THE MOST MO^LE 

DUKE OF RICHELIEU, 

Mar/hal md Peer of FiiAifq^ Firft Gentle- 
man of the Chamber to hi$ MAliOTVy Go* 
vemor of Lancuemu:^ and Member of th^ 
Academy op Sciences. 

My Lord, 

IWou*d have pre(ented you with a piece of fine 
marble | but, inftead of it^ can qnlj offer you a' 
few Chitttji figures. Tliis little perfgrmaflce is not 
indeed worthy of your acceptance : there is no hero 
in this piece, who has united all parties in his fkvor, 
and rendered himfelf univerfally agreeable, by the 
force of fuperior talents, or fuppprted a falling king- 
dom, or made the noble attempt to overthrow an J?»« 
glijh colony with four cannons only. I know better 
than apy body elfe th^ infignificancy of pfiy own 
works J but every thing may be forgiven to an attach* ' 
jnent of forty year's ftanding. The world, indeed, 

will 



will fay, that, retired as I am to the foot of the J^s^ 
covered with eternal fnows, and where I ought to be 
»othing but a phildfopber, I had ftill vanity enough 
to let it be known, that France*s brighteft ornament 
on the baiiki of the Sufi bds nol f©rgot met .1 have 
confulted my own heart alone, which hath always 
guided me, infpifed eveiy word, and dtfefted evciy 
aftion. You know it hath Ibmctimes deceived me ; 
but not after fiich long. a»d convincing proofs/ If 
this tragedy (hould furviye its «uthor> permit it to. in- 
form pofterity, that he who wrote it was honour'd 
With your friendfhip j that your uncle laid theibun- 
dation of the fine arts in l^ramc^ and that you fiip- 
ported them in their decline. 

I took the firft hint of this tragedy fome time fince 
from reading the Orphan of Tchao, a Chinefe tra- 
gedy, tranflated by father Bremar^, an account of 
which is given us in Du HaWs hiftoiy. . This piece 
was written in the fourteenth century, and in the dy- 
nafty of Genois-Kan y an additional proof, that 
the Tartarian conquerors did not change the njanncrs 
of the conquered nation y on the other hand, they 
protected and encouraged all the arts eftabHihed in 
Qjina^ and adopted their laws : an extraordinary in- 

ftance 



Rznte' it the* tisiturit Xup^tioiky which realbn and 
genius have over Hihd force mi barbarifin. Twice 
have the Tartars a^cTin Ais maxiner ; Tor when they 
had once more fubdued thb great empire, the begin* 
mngof laft centurjr, tht^ fubmitted a fecohd time to 
Ihe wirdoin of the conquered, and the two nations 
formed but one people, governed by the moft antient 
laws in the world; a moft remarkable event, the illuf- 
tiation of which was the prindpal end of ^is perfor- 
mance.' 

' The Ci^Vs^ tragedy, which they call tie Orphan, 
was taken out of an immenie colledion of the thea- 
trical performances of Azt nation, which has culti- 
vated this art for above three thoufand years before it 
was invented by the Greeks^ the art of making living 
portraits of the actions of men, eftabli(hing fchools of 
morality^ and teaching virtue in dialogue and repreien- 
tation* For a long time dramatic poetiy was held in 
efteem only in that vaft country of Cbina^ feparated 
from and unknown to the reft of the world, and in the 
6ty 6f Athens. Ronu was unacquainted with it till 
above four hundred years afterwards. If you look for 
it among the Perjians^ or Indians j who pals for an in* 
vehtive people, you will not find it there ; it has nevtt 

yet 



yet reached theta. jI^ w^, i:<^at^ed.w^th.tb« &blcs 
of Pi^ay and Loiman^ which cwtsiin all thoir m#n- 
lity, and have inftruAed by their allegprica every agp 
and natign. 

One .wou'd haye Jmagia*df that from malciog aair 
maljs fpeak^ there was but one ftep to make men fptik 
alfo, to introduce them on the ftage^ and to form the 
dramatic aft; aivl yet this ingenious people never 
thought of it : from whence we may infer, that the 
Chimfij Greets^ and Romans^ are the only antient na- 
tioi|s, who were acquainted with th^ true^ fpiril of 
feciety. Nothing Indeed renders naen more ipciable, 
polUhes their manners, or improves their reafbn mon 
than the aflemhling them together for the mutual eiH 
joyment of intelle£hial pleafure. Scarce bad Ptt^r the 
Great poliflied Rfijia before theatres were eftabliflied 
there. The more Germany improves, the more cf 
our dramatic reprefentations has it adopted* Thole 
few places where they were not received in the laft 
age are never rank'd amongft the civilized countries. 

The Orphan of Tchao is a valuable monument of 
antiquity, and gives us more infight into the mannen 
oF China^ than all the hiftories which ever were» or 
ever will be written of that vaft empire. 'Tis tni^ 

indeed. 
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iodccd* it 15 iextremely barbarous, when ooropared to . 
tbe excellent performances of our own times; but^ 
notwithftanding, is a mafterpiece^ when placed in 
competition with the pieces written by our aiuthors in 
the fourteenth century. Our TRopBAopyR^f J^Af^ 
zpcHE, the companyof Children \vj[thoi7T ^ ahb^ 
and Thb Foolish Mother, all of them fdl (hox% 
cf the Chinefe author* It b remarkable alio, that thls^ 
piece is written in the language of the Mandarins^. 
^Icb has neyor chiyp^d, wWlft wi? cau f9^Ge wd^r- 
i\and the lai^^^e that was ^(p^cii in thfei tiiw of. 

One quj only compw i^f^^QwuM pj TcttAo tf^ 
^ EvgUfi and 4^izn/^ tra^if^i qf tb« fii^nth m^r. 
tury, which ftUl pleafe hc;f ipn4 fffr W^ Qi;^;tb)B; 9(1^! 
fide pf ^ fyt^^i . 7^c ^y%n ^^vc^.f ?9P^ 
yjsars^ 93 in (ome of cbe ippjoftr^u^^rcef; pfl$HjAif^9i^ 
PEAa ^d Lopj&* J>^ V5Q.A, wWgh w called ^ni^*, 
dies^ cbo' they ajre notj^n^ but a h9$ip oC inciifdihlcL 
flories. The cnfi«ny of the houfe of Tfba9 wants to. 
di^lioy the head pf it; dni for th^t pjiirpofe lets l^pie^ 
upon him a grea^ dog^ i^oin be imagines endowred, 
with the powpr pf difcovering guil^ by* infiin^ as 
Jkhw AfMAi^. WQI^ 1^ V9S (aid to ha^vp Ipund out 

tliieves 
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thieves by his'wand : at laft he forges an order from 
the emperor, and fendi his enemy Tchad a rope, a 
dagger, and fomc poifon. Tch^o fings, according to 
tfie cuftom of his country, and very deliberately ciU» 
hi^ o^h throat, in corifequcncc of that obedience, 
Vrhldi tvtry m4n owes to the divine right of the cm- 
pefror of China. The pcffecutor puts to death three 
hundred perfons of the family of TcH ao. The prince^ 
Widow is brought to bed of the orphan. The infiint 
as (aved from the ra^e of t^e' tyrant, who had ext^ 
liitnated the whole fiimily, and Would have <feftroye4 
the only remaining branch of it : the tyrant orders dl 
die children in all the towns round about to be d^ 
flroyed, iil fabpes thaf the orphan might pdriihaflMfigft 
the rdl'tn' the ^neral ilau]ghften 
\Wi fincyv^ ar^ ftadmg tHe JrahfihtVi^Vs En- 
ftlfta^inem 'jmt ihtd'fcefies i and ytt^ In fpite of all 
theft tinirvetloUs knd tniprobabte things, it is eac* 
ittttiitlj hitereiling : tho* there is fuch a muldplicirf 
6f events, all is clear and fimple ; a merit which muft 
recommend it to every age and nation, and which k 
ptzdy v^antiAg In our modem performances. The 
C^i»^ piece is indeed very deficient with regard to all 
other b^uiics ; there is no unity^cf time or aAion, no 

piAuie 
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piiSlure of the manners; no ientiqnent, . eloquence, 
reafon, or ^afEon in it; and yet, as I faid before, thC; 
work is fuperior to anything we could produce in 
former ages. 

How comes it to paft, that the Chine/e^ whp id the. 
fourteenth century^ and a Ions ;time before, <70uld 
boaft of better dramatic performances tj^an any, EtirO'. 
pean n^ion, ftill remaiq^ as it were,^ in the infancy o([ 
this art^ whilft we, in pcocefs of tim^ and by dint oC 
^ns and affiduity, have bee^ able to produce a^o^t a 
dozea pieces, which, if they, are not abfolutely jper- 
ttSt^ are atleaft much abov^ l^ly thing the reft of the 
world cou'd ever pretend to of thfs kind* The Cbi^ 
nefr^ as well as the reft of the ARatics^ have ftopped 
at the firft elements of po^tij^, cjogi|cjriccr,^ na|undp 
lofopliy, ^aft^PWipy, sffd^p^igtwif^^ gU.pra^ifcd b)^ 

them. I? ioRj^!^fp«s,*fy,-i^^ ^h,\ y^n. 

began in every thing iQiich fooneij tl|yan us, ; but made 
no. progrefs afterwards $ like, ^(^ ^^^?^ ^gjptians^ 
whpjfirift Jajigl}t *c C^rAjff^^ ^^^.}^!^:P^% '^:%^ff: 
norant, as not even to be capable of receiving inftmq;* 

. Thefe people, Tyhom we take ib.much paiqs ai^d.go 
fo far to viTit i from whom, with the utmoft difficulty* 

wc 
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we have obtained pcrmiffion to carry t)ic riches pf 
Europe^ arid to inftruft them,' do not to tliis day know 
how much we are their fupcribrs j they are not <veA 
far enough advanced in knowledge to' venture to imi- 
tate us, and don't fo much as know whether we liave 
any hiitory oV hot. ' ' ', * ' ' . ' 

^ *rHe celebrate^l ^etastasio lias made choice of 
pretty ifcarly tne fafnc fubje£t as myfclf for one of hU 
dramatic poems, an orphan cfcapeJ from the deftruc- 
tionof bis fartiSy, and has drawn his plot from a iy^ 

iiafty nine hundfrcd years before our'sera. 

" *Thfe' CS/V^ 'tragedy '6(\\jk6rfhan of TctaoSiStr% 
iii many refpeftsj anrfT have chofcn one that is not 
much tike ehher of them, except in the name, «s I 
have confined toy plan to the grand epoch of GiNGis« 
Kak. I have endeavoured to defcnbe the manners of 
the Tariari' and CUniJi: the moft' intereftfng «v«htt 
are nothing wheii tli^ doii't - pamt the manners ; and 
this^ paixitiiig,^ Which "is one of die greateft fccrets of 
the art, is* notadfk thatn an idle amufement, when it 
doth not tend to tnf}>Ire Aotions 6f honour and vir« 

I will venture to fay, that fronf the^RENRiADK lo 
die publication of Zara> and this tragiedyy be it 

good 
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good or bad^ fach is the principle bjr whicfe I have 
always been governed i and that irimy hiftofy oT the 
age of L€Wis XIV. I have celebrated both iny king 
and county, without flattery to either. In laboivs q( 
this kind I have fpenit, above ibrty years oT'inyl^. 
Bi^ obferye the. following /vrords ofi a Cbinfjf author^ 
tranflac«d.in£0 Sf^mjh by the famous N ay a&£Tt;e.. 
*• When you compofe any work» fhew it only to 
'' your friends; dread the public, and your, brother 
«* writers ; for diey will play falfc with you, abufc 
** eWry tiring you do, and impute to you what yoji 
*^ tvtvtt did : cakHnny with her hundred trun3pets> 
^^ will fottnd^ ^tstk aH to your deftrudion ; whilft 
** truths who is dumb, (hall remain with' you. The 
^ ^dilated Miifto D^asaccufed of hating Tien and 
** LTy and the emperor Vanc: wiipn the old man 
« dibi, (iiey feund amoi^ his papeiH a p^aegyriu o|i 
« Va^ig, aftyikm to TDeR, anotbdrtdLi, «cc." 



.( 238 ) 
A Letter to T. I. R. C. D. G. 

s m, 

IH AV £ received your new book againft mankindy 
d|d 'thank you fbr it: the truths you have ad* 
*vanced wHU ^at leaft, pltd& thofe whom they can 
n^er amisnd. It is impolSble to paint in more lively 
'colours, the dreadful evils of human foctety, from 
which our ignorance and weaknefs draw fo many flat- 
tering' hopes of advantage : never, I' bielieve, was fo 
much wit employed to turn men into beafts* When 
we read your travels, we long to go upon four legs ; 
but having been unfortunately difufed to this me* 
thod of walking, for above thefe fixty years paft, I 
am afraid I (hall never recover it : I muft, therefore, 
leave this mofl natural way to thofo who are fitter for 
•it than you akid mo| neither can I poffiUy go to fea 
in fearch of the favaga of Canada f firft,^ bccaufe. the 
diibrders I labour under, detain me under the care of 
the greateft phyfician in Europe^ and that I ihouU 
hardly find fuch good ai&ftance amongft them \ fe- 
condly^ becaufe war is already carried into that 
country, and the example of our people has made the 
lavages almoft as wicked as ourfelves. I am content 

with 
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wtdi being a pcaceaMe favage in the folitude which I 

have chotbny nw your country, where 'jou are (6 
much wifhed for. 

I agree with you, that the Sdenus and BtlUs' 
Latres have fbmetunes cauied a^great deal of evil« 
The enemies of f^^.made bis lifea perpetual bufit 
«f niiiery, mAGaliltQ wsu lent to a dungeon at ft-' 
ventyyeais of age, for difirpvering that the earth moved ; 
and what was ftill more ignominious, they obliged 
him to recant. You know what oppofition (bme of 
your 6ien$ls.met with when they began the Enqfch^ 
f4e£4i^ a wosk, as ufeful as It is laborious and im- 
meafe, and to which you have yourfelf lb largely co9« 
txibiited. 

V I dared to reckon myfelf amongft the number of 
tfaofe whofe^Iabouisbave met with perfecution f^r 
thdr rewaxd, I could fhew you a iet of men coi^«. 
bining together on purpofe to ruin me, a ihop full of 
calumnies publiihed againft me^ one mai^ who 
was known to* have had obligations to me, repaying 
my farvkes with twenty libels ; another ftiU ippre 
infanxMis, printing my Agb of Lbwis XIV. with 
notes, fuU.of the vjle^ in^xiftures, joined.to the n^fl 
grcrfs %norance i another fellii^ to a bookfeller, fame 
chapters of an Univmsai. History, with my 

name 
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name to it ; the bodkfeUer fordid eiii6t%H to print diu 
fliapeliik heap of blunders, hlfe dates, namfes^ and 
fads ; and after all, men unjuft enbUgh to impute to 
me the publicaticto of this rbapfbd^. I could fliev 
yaUj that focietjr is irtfedied with a neSv race of men 

''ttArwmn to aiftiquity, ifirho riot fciitg fit fo enter 
Into iny hbnett pr6feffioh, either 'feiVrcc or handi* 
crift,' ^iid uhh'appily having been taught to read and 
write, fet upf for brokers iii lltc^r^Ufe, live upon the 
works of others, fteal mahufcripts, disfigure, and 

' fell them. I might complain to you, that the frag- 
tii'ehti of a little piece of pleafahtiy, ^rftt^n near 
fhTrfy years ago, oh the faAie fubje^ that '* Cbapi^ 
lain fo abfurdly chofe for a ferious poem, are crept 
Irito Hit World, throttgh die avarice ahid bafenefs of 
thefe Wretchts #ho have mixed tShAr o#ft courfe 
fluff #i<h it, and filled up the vadtht-places in it with 
as ihuch foHy as Malice, and hbW feH a mixiuicript, 
wKicH does htt belong to, tbougli rt is wortlij of 
Ifhaifi, aiid Ib^m only. I could add in the taft place, 
tfeit they hafve ftol^ part of the m^ri^j whichf I had 
coTIeiaidd frdhi the public ardiiVek, with a view towards 
m Wftojy of tbe«^ar hi 174*, vHireri I waa biftorio- 
^pher oCFrHftti i that they fold this produA 6f ay 

• U Pucelic d'Orlcans. 
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labours to a bookfeller at Paris ; that they took pof- 
feffion of my papers as if I had been dead, and put 
them up to auction. I could fet before your eyes in- 
gratitude, rapine, and Impofture, purfuing me thefe 
forty years paft, following me even to the foot of the 
JlpSy and to the verge of my grave : but what conclu- 
fion muft I draw from all thefe perfecutions ? that I 
ought not to complain; that Pope, Descartes, 
Bayle, Camoens, and a hundred others, have ex- 
perienced the fame, or, perhaps, greater injufticp ; 
and that it has been the fate of almoft all thoTe who 
have given thcmfclves up to the BelUs-Littres. 

But thefe, fir^ are the misfortunes of a few indivi- 
duals, which are unobfcrved by fociety. . What is it 
to mankitid in gienemi, if fome wafps fteal away the 
honey frdm fome bees ? men of letters make a great 
noife about thefe petty difputes, whilft the reft of the 
world either knows nothing of, or laughs at them. 
Of all the bitter misfortunes with which human life 
abounds, thefe are, perhaps, the leaft fatal. The 
thorns that grow on literatiire, aild the little reputa^ ' 
tion acquired by it, are flowers in comparifon with 
other evils which we are furfounded with'. You muft • 
acknowledge, that neither Cicero, nor Vakro, nor 
Vol. VII. M Lucretius^ 
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Lucretius, nor Virgil, nor Horace, had any 
part in the profcriptions of their times. Mar'jus was 
extremely ignorant -, the barbarous Sylla, the 
drunken Antony, the weak Lepidus, were no 
readers of* Plato and Sophocles; and as for that 
tyrant without courage, Octavius Cepias, fo 
(Hamefully ftiled AtrcusTUs, he only became a de- 
teftable aflaffin, when he loft the company of men of 
letters, Petrarch and Bocace had no hand in 
the" troubles of Ita/y: MarotV trifles did not bring 
on the maffacre of St. Bartholomew, nor are we 
indebted to the tragedy of the Cm for the calami- 
ties of La Fronde. The grcateft crimes have al- 
ways been committed by the ignorant and illiterate. 
What mak^s, and always will make, this world a 
vale of tears, is the infatiablc avarice^ and uncon- 
querable pride.of men, from Tha|^as Kouti-KAK^ 
wlio could not read, down to a commiffioner of the 
cuftoms, who is juft able to cypher. Letters nourifli 
the foul, rectify, and comfort it ; they were uiefiil to 
you, even whilft you were writing again/l them. You 
are like Achilles, who was angicy with gIory» and 
father Mallebranche, who with the moft brilliant 
imagination in the world wrote againft imagination* 

If 
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If any man has a right to complain of letters. It is 
certainly myfelf, as in all times* and all places, they 
have only feived to perfecute and opprefs me : but one 
muft love them in fpite of all the evils which they 
bring upon us, as one muft love fociety, tho' fo many 
of thofe who compofe it endeavour to make our live^ 
unhappy, as one ought to love our country, whatever 
injufiice we meet with from it ; and as we ought to 
love and ferve the fupreme being, in fpile of all that 
fuperftition and fafiadcifm which fo often 4ifgi:ace.hi8 
worihip, (sfc. 



Ma D R A- 



DRAMATIS PERSON-fi. 
Gengis-KaN) Emperor of the Tartars. 

OCTAR, 1^^ ^ 

J Officers under Gengi$-Kan« 

Zamti, a learned Maodarlm 
loAME, wifeof Zamdi 
AssELi, friend to Idame. 
Etan, friend to Zamti. 
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ACTI^ SCENEL 

IDAME, ASSELI. 
IDAMF. 

OAfleli, amid'ft this fcene of horror^ 
Whilft dcfolation rages thro' the lancf^ 
Aad the proud tartar threatens inftant ruin 
To this devoted palace, muft thy friend 
Experience new calamities i 

A8SELL 

Alas f 
We all partake thegen'ral ruin ; all 
Muft with the public forrows mix our own : 
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Who doth not tremble for a father's lift, 
*A hufband's, fons, or brother's ? ev'n within 
Thefe facred walls, where dwells the holy band. 
The minifters of heav'fi, th' interpreters 
*Ot China's laws, with helplefs infancy. 
And feeble age; ev'n here we are not fafc : 
Who knows how far the cruel conqueror 
Ma^jjrge his Uitimphs, v(tilft the t|iqnder breaUcl 
On ev'ry fide, and foon ipay burft upon us i 

IDAME. ^ 
Who is tkls^reat^dcftroycr, this, dice fcourge 
Of Catai's finking empire f 

ASSELJ. 
' HeiscaU'd ' 
The king of kings, the.ficry G«ftgis*Kan, 
Who lays the fertile fmlis of Afia wafte. 
And makes i^but q mootiment of ruin : 
Already OStzu his fucgefsf^l chiei^ 
Has ftorm'd the palace ; this once pow'rful empiiCy 
The miftrers of the world, is Mh'd in blood ! 

IDAME. 

Know'ft thou, my fiieiid^ that this deftni&ve tyrant* 

Whom now we tremble at, who proudly thus 

Treads on the necks cf kings, is yet no more 

Than a wild Scythian foldier : bred tQ arms 

Afid 
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And pra£tis'd in the trade of blood ; who long 

Had wander'd o'er the neighb'ring defarts^ there 

Form'danide bandofia^wicfs rbtcrs, * 

And fought his way to glory; now fuccefeful. 

And now opprefs'd, at length by fortune led 

Hither he came for refuge : Afleli, 

I think thou muft remember him, his name 

Was Temugin. .. .1 •. ^ » 

^.ASSELI. 

Ha ! he v/ho once addrefs'd 

His vows to thee ! thy angry father then 

Reje(£led him with fcbrn ; tho' now his name 

Is grown fo terrible. 

' idAme. • 

It is* the, fame : 

Methoght ev'n then I faw the rifing dawn 

Of future glory : I remember well, 

Ev*n when he came a beggar to the palace. 

And crav'd protcdlion, he behav'd like one 

Born to command ;. he lov'd me ; and I own 

My foolifli heart had well nigh liften'd to him r 

Perhaps it footh'd the woman's vanity 

To hqld this lion in my toils ; perhaps * ' 

I hop'd in time to fofteh his rudq foul. 

And bend. his. ftvdg^ fiercenefsto the ways ; [ 

Of focial life : he might have ferv'd the ftate 

^I 4 Which 
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Which now he wou'd deftroy : our proud refufiil 

Incens'd the hero, fatal may it prove 

To thifi unhappy kingdom : well thou know'ft 

Our pride and jealoufy : the antient laws 

Of this imperial city j our religion. 

Our int'rcft and our glory, all forbid 

Alliance with the nations : for myfelf, 

Th« noble Zamti merited my love. 

And heav'n hath join'd me to him by the tics 

Of holy marriage : who wou'd e'er have thought 

This poor defpis'd abandoned Scythian thus 

Should triumph^o'er us ? I refusM his hand ; 

I am a wife and mother i how that thought 

Alarms me ! he is fiery and revengeful ; 

A Scythian never pardons : cruel fate ! 

And will this valiant nation tamely yield 

Its neck to flav'ry, and be led like iheep 

To flaughter ? 

ASSELI. 

'Tis reported the Coreans 

Have raised an army, but we know not yet 

If it be true. 

IDAME. 

This fad uncertainty 
But doubles our diftrefs : beav'n only knows 



What 
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What we muft Aiffcr, if the emperor 
Has foimd a place of refuge, if the quecA 
Is fairn beneath the tyrant's pow'r, if yet. 
They hVe ; alas ! the laft furviving pledge 
Of their unhappy nuptials^ the dear infant 
Entrufled to our care \ 1 tremble for him.. . 
Perhaps my Zamti's facred charadter 
And holy office may fubdue the heartSr- 
Of theffe proud conquerors ; favage as they are^ 
And thirftingfor the blood of half mankind, 
They yet believe there is a pow'r above 
That rules overall; nature in ev*ry breaft 
Hath wifely ftampMthe image of its God i 
I talk of hope, but have a thoufand fear& 
That wring my heart*. 

SCENE m. 

10 A ME, ZAMTI, ASSELI; 

ASSELI. 

O my unhappy lord'^ 

^eak, what muft be our fate? is it deternjin'd f 

What haft thoa feen ? 

ZAMTI. 

I tremble to repeat it l 

Wc arc undone : our empire is no more j, 
M 5 
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A prey to robbers : what hath it avail'd U8 
That we have trod in the- fair paths of virtue 7 
Long time fecure within the arms of peace 
, We (hone illuftrlous in the rolls of time. 
And gave a bright example to mankind : 
From us the world received its laws ; but vain 
Is human worth when lawlefs pow'r prevails : 
I faw the northern hive rufh in upon us, 
And forcetheir paflage through a fca of blood ; 
Where'er they paft they fpread deftruillon round them : 
At length they.feis'd the palace, where the beft 
Of fov'reigns and of men, with calm compofure 
And refignation yielded to his fate : 
The wretched queen lay fainting in his arms : 
Thofe of their numVous fons, whom lufty manhood 
Had fent to battle, were already flain : 
The reft, who nought cou'd givje bim but their tears^ 
Hung at his knees and wept -, by fecret paths 
I found an entrance to the palace | there 
Did I behold the cruel tyrants bind 
In ignominious chains the conquered king^ . 
His children) and his wife. 

IDAME. 

Unhappy monarch t 
O what a change is this ! rdentlcft heav'n I 

ZAM- 
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ZAMTI. 
The wretdied captive turn'd his eyes towards me. 
And in the iacred language, to the Tartar 
And to the multitude unknown, cry'd out, 

P&ESERVE MY LAST AND ONLY HOPE — MY SON. 

Fropi 017 fall bean I promis'd, fwore to aft '; 
Ashe direfted me, tbcsn fled to thee* 
Whether the tyrants, bufy*d in their fearch 
Of plunder, thought not of me, or the fymbol 
Which here I wear of the divinity 
Struck their rude fouls with reverential awe. 
Or whether heav'n in kind compaffion meant 
To favelny precious clikrgej arid cafta cloud 
0*er their deluded eyes, I know not what 
Drew their attention, but they let me pafs. 

IDAME. , : I 

Weyet may favc him, he (hall go. with me,. 
And with my fon ; old £taa£ball condud Vjs : , . ^ 
In fome lone wood, or folitary cave. 
We may conceal him till the fearch is pad : 
Thank heav'n they have not reach 'd us yet. 

* "ZAMTI. 

. y r q Alas! 

No p^ace is facred, no afylum s left 

For the dear royal infant : I exped 

Ihe 
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The brave Coreans, but they'll come too late : 
But let us feife the favorable hour. 
And lodge our precious pledge in fafetyv 

SCENE IIL 

Z AMTI, IDAME, ASSELi; ETAR. 

' ZAMTT. ' 

Etan, . 
Thou feem'ft dHbrder'd i what's the news ? 

IDAME. 
., '. My lord, 

We muft awayi the Scythian has prcvai)*d. 
And allis loftV* 

ETAN. 

You are obferv'd, and flight 
Is now impoiTible : a guard is placM 
Arouiid us : all obey the conqueror. 
And tremble at his pow'r : the emp'ror's lofs 
Fills cv'ry heart with terror, 

ZAMTI. 

.It he dead? 

IDAME. 
Ohcav'n! 

IT AN. 
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ETAN. 
It was indeed a dreadful fight : 
Himfcif, his queen, his childfcn, butcherM atfj 
A race divine, refpedled, lov'd, ador'd j 
Their headlefi trunks expos'd to the derifion 
Of their proud conqu'n)r, whiUt their trembling (ub^ 

jeas 
Submiffive bend* beneath the yoke, nor dare 
To (hed a tear o*er thofe whom long they lov'd'. 
At length our haughty lord, 'grown tir'd of conqueftj 
And-fs^tiatod with blood, pn>claim'4 to all 
The terms of life^ eternal flavecy. 
This northern tyrant, whom the wrath of heav'i> 
Hath fent for our deftru6tion, once contemn'd 
And fpurn'd at by our court, returins to glue 
His vengeance on us : thefe wild fons of rapine^. 
Who live in tents, in ch'ariots, and in fields^ 
Will never brook confinement/midft the walb 
Of this clofe city^: they deteft our arts. 
Our cuftoms, and our laws ; and iherefor&mean 
To change 'em all ; to make this fplendid feat 
Of empire one vaft defaft, like their own. 

c 

I D A M E. 
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IDAME. 
I know the conquVor comes to fate his-vcngeance 
On this unhappy kingdom : whilft I liv'd 
Unnotic'd and obfcure, I might have hope 
Of fafety i but that hope is now no more: 
The night is paft that hid me from the eye 
Of perfecution, and I muft be wretched. 
Thrice happy thofe, who to a tyrant ^after 
Are ftill unknown. 

ZAMTI. 
Who knowii but gracious htk^n 
May interpofe and fave the royti iPifttnit 
'Tis our &rft duty to preferve the'chtf;^ 
Committed to our care, and guard him wdh 
What comes ihii Tartar for? 

IDAM^i 

O heav'n t' defend us« 

SCENE IV. 

OCTAR. 

Hear, flaves ; and let your anfwer be— obedience:. 
An infant yet remains, of royal race, 
Amongft you : in the conqu'ror'a name I here 

Command 
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Command you to deliver him — to me. 

I fhall expeia him here : begone ; delay 

Were dang'rous : bring him inftantly^ or know, 

Deftru£lion waits on all, but iirft on you. 

The day's far fpent ; e'er night he muft be found ; 

Remember, and obey. 

S C E N E V. 

ZAMTI, IDAME. ^ 

IDAME. 
O dreadful meilage ! 
For what are we referv'd ? Alas ! my lord, ^ 
Ne'er till this day of blood did crimes like this 
AflFright my foul : you anfwer not, but fend 
Your fruitlefs fighs to heav'n. Sweet innocent, " 
Muft we then give thee up a facrifice 
To brutal rage ? 

ZAMTI. 
I've promis'd, (worn to fave liim* 

IDAME. . 
What can thy oadis, . thy promifes avail ? 
Thou caoft not keep them; ev'ry hope is loft* 

ZAMTI. 
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2AMTL 
And wouMft thou have me facriiice the fon 
Of my lov'd fovVeign ? 

IDAME. 

O I cannot bear 
To think of it; my eyes are bathed in tears, 
O were I not a mother* wou'd kiad heav*n 
But grant me now to (borten my fad days^ 
Then wou'd I fay to Zamti, come,, my lord» 
We*ll die together i all is loft to us, 
And we will perilh with our country.. 

ZAMTI. 

Wha 
That fees the wretched fate of Catai!s kings 
Wou'd with to live? what is this phantom deaths 
That thus appalls mankind ? the wretch's hope. 
The villain's terror, and the brave man's fcorn ; 
Without reludance, and without regret,. 
The wife enpeA and meet him as a friend; 

IDAME. 
What fecret purpofe labours in your breift? 
Your cheek is pale, your eyes ait fiU'd with tcasv ; 

My 
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My fympathiilng heart feels all your forrows, 

And wou'd relieve them ; what have you refol\^d ? * 

ZAlMTL 
^o keep my oath j therefore aWay, and watch 
The royal infant : I fhall follow you« 

IDAlME. 
Alas ! a woman^s tears can ne'er defend him» 

SCENE VI. 

ZAMTI, ETAN. 
ZAMTI. 
Vain is your care, your kind compaffion vain^ 
For he muft die ; the nation's weal demands it. 
TTiink gather how thou may'ft preferve thy country. 

ZAMTI. 
Yes, I ^ill make the dreadful facrifice. 
Etan, I know thou hpld'ft this empire dear ; 
Yes, thou adorft the God of heav'n and earths 
As worfliipp*d by our anceftors } that God 
Our Bonzees know not, and ^ur tyrant's fcorn. 

?TAN, 
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ETAN. 
In him I truft, on him alone rd/ 
For my own comfort, and myxountry's fafcty. 

ZAMTI. 
Swear then by him, and his all-ruling pow'r. 
That thou wilt bury in eternal -filence 
The fokmH fccrct that I mean to pour 
Into thy faithful bofom : fwear, thy hand 
Shall ftill be ready to perform whate'er 
Thy duty and thj God by me command. 

ETAN;. 
I fwear |. and, may the miseries that hav^fdU'A 
On this unhappy kingdom light o^ me, '•. 
If ever I am falfe in word or deed 1 

ZAMTI. 
I cannot now .recede : then mark me^ Etan. 

ETAN. 
Alas ! thou weep'fl : amtdft the gen*ral ruiii 
Can there be caufe for added grief f 

ZAMTI. 

The doom 
Is paft, my friend, and cannot be reversed. 



ETAN. 
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ETAN. 
I know it cannot j but a ftranger's fon— 

ZAMTI. 
Aftranger! he, my king! 

ETAN. 

When I remember 
-He is our cmpVor's child, I fhudder at it : 
What's to be done ? 

^AMTI. 

My path thou fee'ft, is here 
Prefcrib'd, and ev*ry tiftion noted down 
By our new tyi^aats f diou may'ft a6l with freedom, 
Becaufe unknown and unobfervM : diou know-ft 
The orphan's place of refuge : for a time 
We may conceal him 'midft the fecret tombs 
Of our great anceftors ; then flid^er him 
Beneath Corea's chief j he will proteft 
The royal infant : leave the reft to me. 

ETAN. 
And how will you appear without him, how 
Appeafe the conqu'ror ? . . , 

ZAMTL 
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I have wherewithal 
To glut his vengeance. 

ETAN. 
You, my lord ? 

ZAMTU 

O juturt t 

cruel duty I 

ETAN* 
How-*** 

XAMTL 

Ihavtafon, 
An only child, now in hii cradle«-go 
And feiae him. 

ETAN. 
Ha ! your ion i 

«AMTI. 

To fave— *my ktog* 
Away, and let him— but I can no more. 

ETAN. 
AIm I my lord, what a command is this t 

1 nnvtr can obey it, 

ZAMTL 
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ZAMTI. 

Think on Zamti; 
Think on his love, his weaknefs, his misfortunes^ 
Thy duty, and—- thy oath* 

ETAN. 

'Twas rafh and vain : 
Thou didft extort it from me : I admire 
Thy gen'rous purpofe ; but if as a friend 
I might be heard— 

ZAMTI. 

No more ; I've heard too much 
Already : what is all th^t thou couldft fay 
To what a father feels I When nature's iilenc'd, 
Friendihip fhou'd urge no longer. 

ETAN. 

lobqr* 

ZAMTh 

Leave me for pity's fake. 

SCENE VIII. 

2AMTL [AIofiS« 

Is nature filent? 
O wretched father ! ftill thou hear^ft that voice 

S9 
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S9 fatal and fo dear: O drown it, heav'n. 
In fweet oblivion ; do not let my wife 
And her dear babe diftraft this heart ; O heal 
My wounded heart: but man is far too weak 
To conquer nature : let thy aid divine 
Support me, and affift my feeble virtue ! 

End of the First Act. 
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ZAMTI. [Akne. 

HIS tardy Etan, wherefore comes he not 
To teH me — what I dread to hear ? perhaps 
E'er this the dreadful facrifice is paft : 
I had not power to oiFer it myfelf. 
O my dear child, how ihall I aflc my friend 
The horrid quefiion, bow conceal my grief? 



SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

ZAMTI, ETAN. 

ZAMTI. 
I fee *tis done ; I know it by thy tears ; 
They fpeak too plainly. 

ETAN. 
Thy unhappy fon— 

. ZAMTI, 
No more of that-:- fpeak ^f- our empire'^ h®pe, 
The rojral infant^ is he fafe ? 

ETAN. 

He is: 

Within the tombs of his great anceftors, 
ConceaI'd from ev'ry eye ; . to you he owes 
A life begun in mifery, perhaps 
A fatal gift. 

2AMTI. 

It is enough, he lives* 
O you, to whom I pay this cruel duty^ 
Forgive a father's tears. 

ETAN. 
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ETAN. 

Alas I my lord. 
You muft not give a loofc to forrow here i 
*Tis dang'rous cv'n to weep. 

ZAMTI. 

And whidier, Etan^ 
Muft I tranfport my griefs ? how bear the cries. 
The bitter ailguiOi, the defpair, the rage. 
The execrations of a frantic mother? 
May we not }'et deceive her for a time? 

ETAN. 

We feiz*d him in her abfehce, and I flew 
To guard the orphan king. 

ZAMTI. 

Awhile, my friend. 
We might impofe on her credulity. 
Cou*dft thou not fay we had delivered up 
The royal orphan, and concealed her fon 
In fefety ? Truth is often moft deftruSive, 
And ftill we love it, tho* it makes us wretched. 
Come, Etan, let us home — O heav'n ! ihe*s here ! 
Oblerve ber, what defpair and terror dwell 
On her pale cheek I 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

ZAMTI, IDAME. 

IDAME. 

Barbarian^ can it be ? 
Cou*d Zamti e*pr command it ? couM be offer 
The dreadful facrifice? Ill not believe it : 
Thou cou'dft not be more cruel than the laws 
Of our proud conquVors, or the Tartar's fword. 
Alas! thou weep'ft. 

ZAMTI. 

Thou too mull weep with ZamtL 
But thou muft join with him to iave thy king. 

IDAME. 
What! iacrificemycbiM! 

ZAMTL 

I 

It ffittft be ib: 
Thou wer't a fubjeA e'er thou wer't a mother. 

IDAME. 
Has nature then loft all her influence o'er 
A father's heart? ' 

N ZAMTI. 
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ZAMTI. 
She has too much ; but ne'er 
Shall thwart my duty. • • 

IDA'ME. 

'Tfs a barb'rous virtue. 
And I abhor it : I have feen, like thee, 
Our empire loft, and wtfpt dur fovVeign's fete j 
^fiut why pour forth an input's guiklefs blood. 
Yet undcmanded ; why revere as^godd 
Your fleeping kings, that moulder in (he Comb ? 
Hath Zamti fworn to them thaf he wou'd kill 
His darling child ? alas ! the rich and poor. 
The monarch and the flave, are equal all 
By nature ; all alike to forrow'born. 
Each has his fhare; and in tfle^ii'ral wreck. 
All duty bids us is — to fave oUr oWi<. 
O had I fall'n into the fnare, and ftaid 
A moment longer ^ith the royal orphan. 
My child had fall'n into the «ruel hands 
Of ruffians ; but I wou'd have periih'd with Iuqu 
Nature and love recaird me, and I (xiatch'd 
My lovely infant from the ravifhers, 
Preferv'd the fon and mother; fiiv'd tv'n thee, 
Thou'bajrb'rous felher* ' 

ZAMTI* 
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ZAMTI. 

Doth my fon then live i 

IDAME. 

He doth ; and thou (hou'dft bend to gracious heav'A 
For goodnefs thus unmerited : repent. 
And be a £sithen 

ZPiMTt. 
O.abnighty pow^r. 
Forgive die jOy that, . fpite of all my firmnefsy 
Thus mingles jHFiljiimy §WA : alas ! ..my iove» 
Vain are our hqpes of .Kappineis, and vain >' '\\ 

Thy fond endeavours to piolcng the life ^ '^ 

Of .ourdearia&at; tbele inhuman tyra^nts 
Will force him ficom.vs ; be nnuft yield to fate* 

IDAME. 
But hear me» deareft Zam|i.. .^ ^ 

Z|A,MTI. 

(}e.ql^ft:die• i* 

IIDAME. 
Barbarian, ftay^ and tremble at the rage 
Of an afili£led defp'rate mother. 

N 2 2AMTI. 
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ZAMTI. 

I 
Shall do my duty, you may give up your^s^ 

And facrifice your hufband to the fo^: 

# _ " • 

This is a day of blood ; let Zamti join 

His murtber'd king, and periih with his countiy. 

I.DAME^ 

What is your country, what your king to me ? 

The nan^e of fubje& is not half fo facred 

As hu(band or as father. Jjovt and nature 

Are heav'n'sifirfi great unalterable law». 

And cannot be reversed : the reft are all 

From mortal man, and may be changed at plcafure* 

Wou'd l cou'd fave the royal heir, but not 

"By the much dearer blood of Zamtl's fon I 

Pjty a wretched mother ; on my knees 

I beg thee, cruel Zamti : O remember 

For whom I flighted this proud conqueror. 

This mighty* warrior i was it not for thee I 

And wilt thou not proted my ion, not hear 

Tlie voice ot nature plcadtpg for thy cbildi 

ZAMTh 
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ZAMTI. 
It is too much : thou doft abuie the pow'r 
Which love has giv'n thee o'er thy Zamti's -heart t 
Coud*ft thouf but fee ^ 

IDAME. 

I own, my lord, I feel 
A mother's weaknefs, and a mother's forrows ; 
Yet may I boaft a heart as firm as thine : 
Away, and lead me on to death : I'm ready 
To periih for my fon. 

ZAMTI^. 

2 know thj virtues. 

SCENE IV. 

SEAMT^ IDAME, OCTAR, Guards. 

OCTAE* 
Where are diefe traitors ? why are my commands 
Thus difobeyM i what have ye done with hinit 
The orphan prince ? guards, bring him to .our 

prefence. 
The emperor approaches ; let him fee . . 

The vii^im at his feet : you, foldiers, watch 
Thcfe rebels. 

N3 ZAMTI. 
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I obey, mylorij tbr orphan 
ShalJ:bcdclivcr'd up, 

IDAME. 
'Tis falfe i he (hall not ; 
ril fooner lofe my life than part with him. 

- OCTAR. 

Guards, take this woman hence : the empVor comet. 

SCENE V. 
GENGIS, OCTAR, OSMAN, Outitii. 

Gengis, 

At kneth. mv frif>n«)« '-;« *ia, - ?• ;•«--.;•« :!;x ^^sutt^ 
^ ' y *•-> t"^ time to in^tn tne lw6h^ 

And let the vanquifliM Breith ; Pvefpread deftnidioft 

And terror thro' the land, but I will give 

The nation peace : the royal infant's death 

Shall fatisfy my wrath ; with him (hall rot 

The feeds*, of fouf reBellioh ; aft the plots. 

Feuds drid divifions, feai-ifind jeafouiles. 

That wHiW the phantom* df a foyal heir 

Subfifts, 9iiift difunite us, he alone 

Of all the hated race r^maiits, stni he 

Shall fofioW {heitr : heifccforfb we ^iH n'or rafe 

Their boafted works, their monuments of ar^ 

TleJr f±rbd laws ; for farted they efteem 

The 
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The mufty loUs^ which fiijiccftition taught 
Their anceftors to worihip : be itf<s 
The error may be ufeful, it employs ' 

The people*. ;|nd may malre them more obedient. .. 

[To Oftar. 
Oftar, to thee I fliaH i^onmit the pow^r, 
To bear my ftandard to the weftern world. 

[T» another officer, 

llule thou in conquer'd India, and interpret 
Thy fov'reign's great decrees ; from Samarcand 
To Tanais s borders, I fhall fend my fons. 
Away i-^&^y, Ofta*. 

S C E N E VI. 

tigNGIS, OCTA.R. 

GENGIS. 
Coud*fl thou e'er have thought 
fortune wou'd raifc me to this heighth of glory ? 
That I fhou'd reign fupreme, and triumph here, 
Ev'n in this palace, where difgrac'd and wretched 
I fought in vain for refuge, and wa» treated 
With InfolenCe and fcorn : the proud pofleflbrs 
Of this'unconquer'd empire then difdain'd 

N 4 A 
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A Scythian^ and a haughty fair refiis'd 

That hsnd which now direds the bt» of millions. 

OCTAR. 
Amidft this iirene of glory^ how, my lord. 
Can thoughts like thefe difturb you ? 

GENGIS. 

StOl the wrongs 
I Aiffer^d in adverfity opprels me : 
I own the weakness of my fbolifli heart. 
And hopM to find that happinefs in love. 
Which glory, wealth, and empire, cannot give* 
It hurts my pride to think how I was lpum*d 
By that contemptuous woman ; (he (hall know» 
At leaft, and fee the objeft of her (com* 
To have her mourn the honours durt fhe loft 
In loiing Gengis will be fome revenge. 

OCTAR. 
The (bouts of vi^Sl'ry, and the voice of fame^ 
Have been fo long familiar to my ears. 
That I have little relifh for the plaints 
'Of whining love. 

GENGIS. 
Nor has thy friend indulged 
That fatal paflion fince her proud refufal : 
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I own the fair Idame won my hearty 
By eharmff unknown before ; our barren defarti 
Cou'd ne*er produce a fiice like her$, a mind 
So Ibrm'd topleafe; her ev'ry motion fir'd 
My captive foul, butfher imprudent Tcom 
Refior'd my freedom i noUer objeds claim 
A monarches care ^ I'll think no more of her» 
Let her repent at leifure of her pride. 
OSar, I charge thee, talk not of Idame. 

OCTAK. 
You baye, indeed, ailairs of greater moment 
That call for your attention. 

GENGIS. 

Then hrcwdl 

To love, and all its follies. 

'^t " . ' 

9 C E N E VIL 

GENGIS, OCTAR, OSMAN. 

OSMAN. 

O my lord, 

llic vidim was prepared, the guard was raiig'd 
On ev^ry fide, when (wonderful to tell !) 
A ftrangc event pcrplex'd us all. — A woman 
Of frantic mien, with wild ditbeveU'd h«ir« 

Aiid 
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A/id bath'd in tears, rufli'd ki upon lU i llopf 
Aloud fhe ciy'd^ inhuman ruflbny^ ftopi 
It is my ibn, yeuVe been deceived > 'tis not 
The emp'rors child^ but hiine : hot cye6» bet vokfy 
Her fury, ber de^r» hel e?Vy grfture^ 
Was natura^fl hngung^ alU and i^ke th« mother : 
When.lo I her bulbed tame, with downcaft oyea 
And gloomy afp^i (u)lenly he ciy*d, 
This is the royal orphan, this the blood 
Which you demanded, take it : as he fpake, 
Faft flow'd his tears. The wretched matron, pale 
And motiontcfs awhile, as ftruck n^ith death. 
Fell proftrate ; then, long as her fault'ring voice 
Cou'd utter the imperfed found, cry'd out. 
Give me my fon : h^r forrows were fmcere. 
Never was grief more bitter, doubts arofe 
Amongft us, and I came te know your orders. 

GBNOIS. 
If 'tis the work of art, I will explore 
The mylVry foon, and wo to the deceiven : 
Think they to caft a veil before my eyes, 
And mock their fov'ieign ? let 'em if they dare. 

OCT AIL 
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OCTAR. 
My lord) this woman never can deceive us ; 
The emp'ror'a fon was plac'd beneath her care j 
A mafter'? child mi^ht eafily attract 
The faithful' fervant's love, and danger make 
The charge more precious ftill ; the ties of nature 
Are not more ftrong than thofe of fantafy ; 
But we ihall foon unravel it. 

GEN6IS. 

Who is 
This woman ? 

OCTAR. 
Wife of a proud Mandarin : " 
One of thofe letter'd fages who defy 
The pow*r of kings y a numViOUf band ?. btit'now. 
Thank heav'n, reduc'd by thy viftorious arms 
To flav'ry : Zamti ifi the traitor's name 
Who watches o'er the viAim.. 

GENGIS. ' " 

Go, myOaar, ** 
Interrogate this guilty pair, and learn. 
If poffible, the truth : let all pur guards 
Be ready %t their pofts : they talk, it fetmi, 

OS a furprifc U^t ibc Coc^ana mcaa. 

To 
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To march againft us on the river's bank : 
An army hath been feen : we foon (hall know 
What bold adventurers are fo fond of death, 
To court deftruftion from the fons of war. 
And foice 'em to depopulate mankind. 

LfJO of the Second Act. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 
GENGIfi, OCTAR> OSMAN, Attendanu. 

GEMGIS. 

WH AT (ay the captives, is the fraud difcir 
ver'd. 
And vengeance taken on thefe vile impoftor^ ^ 
Have they deliver'd up the orphan prince 
ToOaar? 

OSMAW.. 

Pray'rs, and threats, and torments, all 
Aft vain : th' undaunted Zamti ftill perfifts 
In Kis firft anfwer : on his open brows 
Arc gravM the marks of truth : 'the mournful fair one, 

Whofe 
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Who(e grief but adds new luftre to her charms^ 
With tears inceflant and heart-rending fighs. 
Moves cv'ry heart : fpite of ourfelves we wept 
Her wretched hie ; ne'er did my eyes behold 
A Tweeter mourner : fhe intreats to fee 
And fpeak with you ; the conqueror of kings. 
She hopes, will hear the wretched, and in wrath 
Remember mercy ; that he will prote& 
A guiltlefs child, and fhew mankind his goodnefs 
Is like his pow'r, unlimited. 'Twas thus. 
My lord, (he fpake of you, and I have promised 
She (hall have audience. 

G £K G I S. [To one of the attendantl. 
Bid her enter now. 
We fhall unravel this deep myfleiy ; 
But let her not imagine a few flghs. 
And bidden tears, can e*er impbfe on me : 
I have experienced all thefe female arts. 
But I defy 'em now : let her be careful. 
Her life depends on her fincerity. 

OSMAN. 
My lord, (he comes. 

GENGIS. 
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GENGIS. 
What do I fee? Oh«av'n! 
It cannot be Idame, fure my fenfes.— — « 

SCENE n. 

GENGIS, IDAME, OCTAR, OSMAN, Goardt, 

IDA ME. 

My lord, I came not to folich pardon. 
My forfeit life is yours, I aflc not for it : 
Why .Ihou'd 1 wifli for years of added woe ? 
But i}>are a guiltlefs infant. 

GENGIS. 

Ri(e» Idame» 
Fate conquers all, it has deceiv'd us both. 
If heav'n hath rats'd a poor inhabitant 
Of Scythia, once the objed of your fcorn. 
To pow'r and fplendor, you have nought to fear : 
The emp'ror never will revenge the wrongs 
Of Temugin $ but public good demands 
The royal vi£lim ; 'tis a faorilice 
Which mufl be made : for your own Ion, myfelf 
Will be his guard : I promife to proted bimu 

IDAME. 

Then I am happy. 

GENGIS. 
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GENGIS. 
But inform mCf madatn^ 
What 13 this fraud, thb myfteiy between you ? 
For I mvft know It all. 

* IDAME. 

O fpare tbe wsetched. 

OENGIS. 
Have I not caufe to hate this Zaihti ? 

IDAME. 

Yon, 
My lord I 

GEKGIS. 
I've faid too much. 

IDAME. 

Reftore my chilcl. 
You've promised it. 

GENGIS. 
' His pardon muft depend 

On you alone : you know I have been injur'd, 
My favours fcorn'd, my orders difofiey'd : 
Who is this Zamti, this refpeded lord. 
This bufband ? rn that name alone compris'd 

Is 
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Is ev*ry guilt : what charms has he to boaft 
Who braves gie thus I 

IDAME. 
He was my onfy comfort^ 
My joy, my happinefs, the bcft of men j 
He ferv'd his God, his country, and his king. 

GENGIS. 
How long, Idame, have you bef n united f 

IDAME. 
£*er fince the fatal time, when wayward fortune 
Efpous'd thy caufe, and gave a tyrant powV 
To fcourge mankind. 

GENGIS. 
I underftand you, madam, 
£*er fince the time you mean, when I was fcom'd 
By a proud beauty, when this country firft 
Deferv*d the chains which it was doom'd to wear« 



SCENK 
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SCENE III. 

GENGIS, OCTAR; O S M A N. [On om fide of 

thcfiage. 

IDAME nd ZAMTI. [On the other. GuanU. 

GENGIS. 
What iay'ft thou, Oslyc i haft thou dellver'd up 
The emp'ror's Ion ? 

ZAMTL 
I have, my lord, *u$ doQe: 
I have fulfiUM my duty. 

GENGIS. 

Well thou.know*ft 
Norfiaud, nor infblence efcape my vengeance: 
If thou haft dar'd to hide him from my wrath. 
He muft be found, his death fliall follow thine, 

[To^the goMtdtm 
Seize and deftroy that in&nt. 

ZAMTI. 

Wretched father ! 

IDAME. 

Stay, cruel tyrant, ftay, is this your pity. 
Is this your pronile ? 

GENQIS. 
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G£NGIS. 
I have been deceived i 
Explato the myft'ry^ madam, or he dies. 

IDAME. 

I'll tell thee all ; and if it be a crime 

To follow nature, and obey het laws. 

If ftiHthy cruel fpirit thirfts for Mood, 

Let all your anger light on me, but fpare 

The noble Zamti : to our mutual care 

The emperoff entrufted his dear (bn : 

Thouknow*ft too well what.fccoea of hoaid (buigblrf 

Fgllow'd thy cruel viSory^, and markM 

Thy fteps with blood | that might have (atisfy'd 

A le(8 inhuman conqu'ror : wheaiiiyHlaves 

Demanded our lail hope, the royal hei^ 

^My gen'rous Zamti, faithful to his king. 
To duty gave up all, and (acrificM 
His fon, nor Iiften*d to the powViiit voice 
Of nature ; I admirM that patriot (irmneft 
I had not ftrength to imitate : alas I 
I am a mother, how cou'd I conftnt 
To my child's death ? my terriers, my defpair, 
My rage, my anguifls, all too plainly fpoke 
What Zamti ftrove to bide: behold^ mylofd. 
The WKtched father, he deferves your pity ; 



Sa 
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So docs my guiltlcfs infant : punifli me. 
And me alone : forgive me, dearcft Zamti, 
Forgive a modier^s tiendemefs, forgive 
A Yfifc that loves Aec and wou'd fave thy fon. 

ZAMTI.' 
I have forgiven thee, and, thank heav'n; my king. 
The royal infant's fafo. 

GENGIS. 
*Tis falfe 5 be gone. 
And find him, traitor, or thou dy'ft > atome 

For thy paft crimes. > 

2AMTI. 
The crime were to obey 
A tyrant, but my roy^ matter's voice 
Cries from the tomb, andbidsmetelTthee^ Gengis^ 
Thou art my conqderof, but not my king : 
Were 2&n(Itl bom ffiy fubje<St, he had' been 
Moft faithful to thee : I have feorific'd 
My fon, and think'ft thou I can fear to die ? 

GENGIS. [Tethcguanl. 

Away with him. 

IDAME. - 



Oftay. 



OSMGIS. 

J'U h«ar M more. 

I D A M E. 
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IDAME. 

I have defervM thy anger, I alone 

Shou'd feel thy vengeance : thou haft flain my king. 
And now my hufband and my child muft fall . 
By thy deftrudlive hand : inhuman tyrant, 
When will thy wrath be fatisfy'd f 

GENGIS. 

Away: 
jFoIIow thy guijty hufband : dar'ft thou plead 
For mercy, thou reproach me ? 

IDAME* . 

Then all boM 
Is loft. 

OEKGIS. 

If e*er I think of clemency. 

It muft not be till ample reparadon 

II made for all my wrongs : you underftand oi0. 

SCENE IV. 

GENGI8.0CTAR. 

GKNGIS. 
What means this fluttVing heart, and wherefore thttt 
Steals from my brcaft th* involunt.iry figh ? 
Some powV divine prote&s her : O my Q£br, 
What fecret cbainu have innocence and beauty* 

That 
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That proud authority (hou'dthus fubmit 
To own their influence i I havie loft myfelf 
Aqd want a friend ; O lend me thy kind counfel. 

* OCTAR. 
Since I muft fpeak, TU fpeak with freedom ^ know 

then 
Thb dangVous branch of aJetefted race 
Muft be cut offf or we are not fecure 
In our new conqueft ; vidory's beft guard 
Isfjgpur; byfeverityalone 
Your pow'r can be eftablifli'd. Time, my lord. 
Will bring back order and tranquillity ; 
The people by degrees forget their wrongs. 
Or pardon them : you then may reign in peace. 

GENGI8. 
And can it be Idame, that proud beauty, 
Gi/n to another, to my morul fbc I 

OCTAR. 
She merits p^your pity, but your hate ; 
I cannot, muft nqt think you ever lov*) her $ 
T*was but a ibort and momentary flame. 
That Iparkled and expired ; her cruel icom. 
Her proud refufal, and the hand of time, 
Ifove quite extinguifh'd it ; (he is no more 
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ToGengis now th^n the.ignobk wife. 
Of an abandoned traitor. 

OEKGIS. 

He {hall die; 
A flave ! a rival ! 

OCTAR. 

Wherefore lives he yet ? 

Strike, and revengethyiUR 

GENGIS. 

I know not why. 
But my fond heart ftill trembles at the thought 
Of injuring her ifubdued by beauty's tears . 
I dare not hurt a rival and a flave ; 
Ev'n in the hulband I refped the wife: 
Is love indeed fo great a conqueror. 
And mufll grace his triuppbsf 

OCTAR. 

Altlknow, 
And all I wiih for, is to &llow thee. 
The rattling chariot, and the founding bitw^ 
The fiery ooiiriers, and the din of arms : 
Thefe are my poffions, diefe the joys of Ofiar : 
I am a ftranger-io iSne £ghk of love. 
And think them far beneath die loyaltfeul 

Of 
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Of Gengis ; they debafe a charaflcr 

So great as thine. 

GENGIS. 

I know my pow*r, I know 

That I couM make her mine : but what avails 

TTie faireft form without the conquer'd heart ? 

Where is the joy to prefs within our arms 

A trembling flave? to fee her beauteous eyes 

For everbath'd in tears, and her fiill hrart 

Opprefs'd with forrow ? 'tis a barbarous triumph : 

The favage herd) that thro' the forsft roam. 

Enjoy more peace, and boaft a purer love : 

The fair Idame has fome fecret powV 

That charms me more than vidtory and empire : 

I thought I cou'd have drove her from my heart. 

But (he returns, and triumphs. 

SCENE V. 

GENGIS. 

Weil; what lays ihe) 

OSM-AN. 
Thatlhe will periih witkherr4iuj()>and rather 
Than tdlthefbaewber^ bi^ ^or^ery eye, 
Hieroq^haa Ikstoonccal'd ^ the tender buiband 

Supports 
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Supports her in his arms ; with added courage 
Infptrcs her foul, and teaches her todie. 
They wifli to be united in the grave ; 
The peopje throng around, and ev'ry eye 
Is wet with tears, lamenting their fad fate. 

GENGIS. 
And does Idame talk of death from mc ? 
Hy, Ofman, fly, tcH her I hold her life 
As (acred as my own ; away. 

SCENE VI. 

GENGIS, OCTAR. 
OCTAR. 

This infant. 

Concerning him, my lord — what's to be done ? 

GSNGIS. 
Nothing. ^^^^^ 

You gave oomnfands he fhou'd be torn 
Ev*n from Idame's bofom. 

GENGIS. 

W«muft think 

Of Aat hereafter. ^^^^^ 
OCTAR. 

What if they ihouM hide— 

G E N G I S. 
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CENGIS. 

He cannot 'fcape us. 

OCTAR. 

Still fhe may deceive you* 

GENGIS. 
Idame is incapable of fraud* 

OCTAR. 
And wou*d you then preferYc the royal race? 

GENGIS. 
I wou*d prefenre Idame ; for the reft 
'Tis equal all, dilpofe it as thou wilt. 
Go, bring her hither — ftay— my O&zi — try 
If thou canft foften this rebellious flave. 
This Zamti, and perfuade him to obey me. 
We will not heed this infant ; be fhall make me 
A nobler facrifice. 

OCTAR. 
Whpj he, my lord f . 

GENGIS. 
Ay, he. 

OCTAR. 

What hopeft thou? 

O ' GENGIS- 
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GEN6I8. 

To fubdue Idatne» 
To fee her, to adore her, to be lov'd 
By that ungrateful fair one ; or to take 
My full revenge, to puniih her, and die. 

End of the Third Act. ' 



A C T IV. S C E N E I. 

GENG I S. [A troop of Tartarian £>]dicm 

AR E theie my promis'd joys ? is this the ihitt 
Of all my labours ? where's the liberty. 
The reft I hoped for ? I but feel the weight 
Without the joys of pow'r : I want Idame, 
And, 'ftead of her, a ctoud of huCy (laves 
Are ever tbrongiiig round me. 

(ToUsatlciidaatt. 
Hence, away. 
And guard the city wall^i ft^iefo proud Coreant 
May think to find us unprepared ; alreadjF^ 
Xc ieemsy they have proclaimed their oiphan king ; 
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But 111 be duped no longer; he (hall die. 
I am diftnAed with a thoufand cares. 
Dangers, and plots, and foes on e^ry fide $ 
Intruding rivals, and a waywaid people, 
Oppreft me: ndim I was a poor unknown 
I was more happy. 

SCENE 11. 

OCTAR, 6EN6I8. 

GBNGI8. 

WeD, my friend, youVeieen 
This proud preTumptuous Mandarin : what (ays he? 

OCTAR. 
He is inflexible; nor direats alarm 
Nor promises allure him: ftill he talks 
Of duty and of virtue, as if we 
Were vanquifli'd Haves, aqd he the conqueror* 
I blufli to think how we demean'd ouriHves, 
By talking to a wretch, whom I^ a word 
We might deftroy : let the ungrateful pair 
PeiUh together ; mutual is thdr crimen 
And mutual be dieir punifluaent. 

O 2 GENGIS, 
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GENGIS. 

Tis ftrange. 
That fentiments like thefe, to us unknown^ 
Should rife in mortal breafts: without a groan, 
A murmur, or complaint, a father breaka 
The ties of nature, and wou'd.facrifice 
His child to pleafe the manes of his ibv'reign. 
And the fond wife wou*d die to fave her lord. 
The more I fee, die moretnuft I admire 
This wond'rous people, great in arts and arms. 
In learning and in manners great; their kings 
On wifdom's bafts founded all their power; 
They gave the nations law, by virtue reign'd. 
And governed without conqueft; nought hath bea?*!! 
Befiow'd on us but force $ our only art 
Is cruel war; our bufinefs to deftroy. 
What have I gain'd by all my victories, 
By all my guilty laurels ftain*d with blood i 
The tears, the fighs, the curfes of mankind. 
Perhaps, my friend, there is a nobler fame. 
And worthier of our fearch : my heart in iecret - 
Is jealous of their virtue^; I wou*d wiib, 
AlUonquVor as I am, to imitate 
The vanquifhM. 

OCTA',. 
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OCTAR. 
Can you then admire their weaknefi? 
What are their boafted arts, the puny oKpring 
Of luxury and vice, that cannot fave them 
From flavery and death i the ftrong and brave 
Are bom to rule, the feeble to obey : 
Labour and courage conquer all ; but you 
Tamely fubmit, a voluntary flave : 
And muft the brave companions of your toil 
Behold their honour ftain*d, their glory loft. 
Their king dependent on a woman's fmile ? 
Their honeft hearts with indignation glow ; 
By me they fpeak, by me reproach thee, Gcngis : 
Exciife a friend, a fellow fddier, grown 
Old in thy fervice i one who cannot bear 
Tliis amorous ficknefa of the foul, and longs 
To guide thy footfteps to the paths of glory. 

OEMGIS. 
Goi fetch Idame« 

OCTAR. 
What, mylord-^ 

O 3 GENGIS. 
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GEN6IS. 

Obey: 
Nor dare to munnur ; 'lis a fubjed^ part 

To rev'ience ev*n the weaknds of his mafter. 

SCENE III. 

GSNGIS. Alone 

'Tis not in mortals to refift their fate ; 

She muft be mine ; what's vi£loiy without her ? 

I have made thoufands wretched, and am now 

Myfelf unhappy : 'midft the venal croud 

Of flaves that court my fii^of > !s there one 

That can relieve the anguifh of my foul. 

Or fill my heart with real blifs ? I wanted 

Some happy enor, fome delufive Joy^ 

To miii^Atc the forrows of a king* 

And leflTen the oppreffive weight of empire ; 

But Odar, who flxou'd heal hath prob'd my wounds 

Too deeply s I have none but monfters round me^ 

Blood-thirfty flaves, unfeeling, mercilefs. 

And cruel, difdplin'd to blood and flaughter : 

O for a few foft hours of gentle love 

To brighten this dark fcene ! they (hall not judge. 

Shall not arraign the condud of their king : 

Where is Idame 2— ha ! (he comes* 

SCENE 
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S C E N E IV. 
GENGIS, IDAME. 

IDAME. 

My lord, 

TTis cruel to infult a friendlefs woman. 

And add freih weight to her calamities. 

GEN^GIS. 
Be not alarm'd ; your huf^^nd yet may live ; 
My vengeance is fufpended for a while. 
And for thy fake I will be merciful : 
Perhaps it was decreed by heav'n Idame 
Shou'd be referv*d to captivate her maftcr. 
To bend the ftubbom fiercenefs of his nature. 
And foften his rude heart : you underftand me s 
My laws permit divorce : embrace the offer. 
And make the fov'reign of the world your own* , 
I know you love me not, but think what joys 
Surround a throne ; think how thy country's good. 
Her welfare, and her happlnefs depend 
On thy refolvc : I know it moves thy wonder 
To fee a haughty conqueror at thy feet : 
Forget my powV, forget my cruelty. 
Weigh }our own in treft well, and fpeak my fate. 

O 4 IDAME. 
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IDAME. 
I am indeed furprisM, and fo perhaps 
Will Gengis be when I (hall anfwer him : 
There was a time, my lord, you well remember. 
When he who holds the fubjeS world in awe. 
This terror of the nations, was no more 
Than a poor foldier, friend lefs and unknown) 
He ofFer'd me the pure unfpotted heart 
Of Temugin, and I with plcafurc then 
Wou'd have received it^ 

GENGIS. 

Ha ! coud'ft thou have lov'd mc ? 

IDAME. 
Perhaps I might ; but thofe to whom I owe 
My firft obedience doom'd me to another : 
Thou know'il the pow'r of parents o'er their children ; 
They are the image of that God we ferve, 
And next to them fliou'd be obey'd : this empire 
Was founded on paternal right, on juftice. 
Honour, and public faith, and holy marriage ; 
And if it be the facred will of heav'n 
That it muft fall a facrifice to thee. 
And thy fucceisful crimes, th' enlivening fpirit 

That 
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ThatloDg fupported it ihall never perifh : 
Your £tt€ has chang'd ; Idame's never can* 

GEITGIS. 
Coud'ft thou have lov'd me then I 

IDAME. 

I cou'd, my lord. 

And therefoft never muft hereafter think 

On Geng^; I am bound iniacred bonds 

To £amti ; nay, I'll tell die more ; I love him, 

iPiefer him to the fplendor of a throne. 

And all the honours thou can'ft lavifli on me : 

Think not itfootfas my vanity to fpurn 

A oonqu'ror, all I wiib is to fulfil 

liyduty, anddojufticetomyfelf: 

Beftowyour favors on fome grateful heart. 

Worthier than mine, that will with joy receive them : 

May I implore you to conceal from Zamti 

Thefe proffered terms ? 'twou'd wound his foul tofiink 

My truth to him had ever thus been quefiion'd. 

GENGIS 

He knows what I exped, and wiU obey 

If he deiirestolive. 

IDAME. 

He never will: * 

Tho' cnKl tonnents (hou'd extort from him 

O5 A 



498 THE ORPHAN 
A feigned fubmiffion, my firm conftapcy 
WouM foon recsjll him to the paths of 4v»tyj. 
Of honour, truth, and virtue* 

GENGI9. ' 

Can it be. 
When thisungen'rous hulband wou'd have giv'n 
Thy fon to death f 

IDAMB. 
He did: he JovM hiscoimtry : 

It was a noble crime, and I forgive. h4m : 
He aded like a hero, and Idame 
Like the fond mother : ev'n if I had hated 
I wou'd not have been falfe to him. 

GENGI8. 

Amazing 1 
Refiftance but entames my paffioif for thee. 
And the more injured, I but love thee more: 
Yet know, I have a fojd that's capable 
Of rage as well as tendernefs. 

IDAME. 

I know 
Thou art the mafter here, and life or death 
Depend on thee : but Ucmble at the laws. 

GENGIS. 
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GENGIS. 
The laws ! they arc no more, or In my will 
Alone are to be found ; your laws already 
Have been too fatal to me ; they prevented 
That happy union which my foul defir'd. 
And bound thee to another j but they're void^ 
And ftand diflblvM by my fuperior powV : 
Obey me, madam, I have giv'n my orderv 
And I expedyour hu{band(hou'd deliver 
Into my hands the emp'ror and Idame : 
Remember, Zamti's life depends on you : 
Let prudence teach you to difarm the wrath 
Of an offended king, who, bluihing, owns 
His foolith fondnefs for a worthlefs woman. 

SCENE V. 

IDAME, ASSELI. 
IDAME. 
Thou fec'ft my wretched fete j the tyrant leaves mt 
The cruel choice of infamy or death. 
O, Zamti, i muft yield thee to thy iate. 

ASSELI. 
Rather exert the pow'r which beauty gives thee 
0*erthe proud Scythian, you have found the act 
Tp pjkafc hioia 

IDAME. 



300 THE ORPHAN 

IDAME. 
Wou'd I had not ! that, alas I 
But makes me more unhappy. 

ASSELI. 

You alone 
Might foften all the rigour of our fate j 
For you already his relenting foul 
Withheld its fiercenefs ; you fubdued his rage; 
Zamtifiill lives, his rival, and his foe : 
This bloody conqu'ror ftands in awe of thee. 
And dare not hurt him : here he jBrft beheld 
Thy lovelv form, here paid hisgulltlefs vows* 

IDAME. 
No more : it were a crime to think of them. 

SCENE VI. 

ZAMTI, IDAME. ASSELI. 
IDAME. 
Zamti ! what brought thee hither? what kind powV 
Hath thus reftor'd thee to my arms ? 

ZAMTL 

The tjrrant 

Hath giv*n me this ihort refpite j by his orders 

I camctoieektfaee. 

ID A ME. 
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IDAME. 
Haft thou heard, my Zamti, 
The ihameful terms proposed to fave thy lift. 
And the dear Orphan's ? 

ZAMTL 

Mine's not worth thy care : 
What Is the lofa of one unhappy being 
Amid'ft thegen'ral ruin ? 'O Idamc, 
Remember my firft duty is to fave 
My king ; whatever we boaft, whatever we love, 
To him we owe it all, except our honour. 
That only good which we can call our own. 
I have conccal'd the Orphan *midft the tombs 
Of his great anccftors, unlefs we foon 
Fly to relieve him, he muft perilh there. 
Corca's gcn'rous prince in vain expefts him : 
Etan, our faithful fervant, is in chains 5 
Thou art our only hope ; preferve the life 
Of thy dear infant, and thy huftand's honour. 

IDAME. 

What woud'ft thou have me do ? 

ZAMTI. 

Forget me, live 

But for thy country, give up all to that. 



And 
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And that alone \ heav'n points out the fair path 

Of glory toth)ee» and ahufband's death. 

For Zamti foon muft die, fhall leave thee fre? 

To ad: as beft may ferve the common caufe: 

Enflave the Tartar, make him all thy own ; 

And yet to leave thee to that proud ufurpcr 

W III make the pangs of death more bitter to me : 

It is a dreadful facrifice, but duty 

Spreads fweet content o'er all that {he infpircs : 

Idame, be a mother to thy king. 

And reign; remember, 'tis my laft' command, 

Prefcrve thy fov'reign, and be happy, 

IDAME. 

Stay, 

Thou know'ft me not : think'ft thou PU ever purchafe 
Thofe (hameful honours with my Zamti's blood ? 

thou art doubly guilty ; love and nature 
Cry out againft thee ! barVrous to thy fon. 
And ilill more cruel to thy wife. O Zamti, 
Heav'n points us out a nobler way to death* 
The tyrant, whether from contempt or love 

1 know not, leaves me at full liberty ; 

I am not watch'd, or guarded hew; I kno\i^ 
Each fecret path and avenue that leads 

To the dark tonbs wheie thou Juft hid the \sii%i 

Thi- 
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Thither ni fly, and to Corca's chief 
Bear the rich prize, the nation's only hope^ 
The royal infant, as a gift from heav'n : 
I know 'twill be in vain, and we muft die ; 
fiutwefhall die with glory ^ wefhall leave 
Behind us names that, worthy of remembrance. 
Shall fiiine for ever in the rolls of time. 
Now, Zamti, have I follow'd thy examhlc ? 

ZAMTI. 
Thou gracious God, who haft infpir'i, fupport her ! 
I bluih, my love, at thy fuperior virtue i 
Heav'n grant thee.pow'r to ftve thy king and country ! 

End of the Fourth Act. 



A 



AC TV. SCENE!. 

IDAME, ASSELI. 
ASSELI. 
L£ then is loft ; twice in one fatal day 
Have I beheld diee made a Have : alat ! 



What 
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What cou'd a helplefs woman unfupported j 

Againft a mighty conquVor ? . I 

IDAME. I 

I have done 
What duty bade me, carry*d in my arms 
The royal infant ; for a while his prefence . 

Infplr'd our troops, but Gengis came, and death 
Followed his fteps, the favage herd prevail'd. 
And bore down all before them j I was made 
Once more a captive. 

ASSELI. 
Zamti then muft pcrUbf 
And (hare his mafter's fate. 

ZDAMB. 

They both muft die: 
Perhaps fome cruel torments, worfe than death. 
Already are prepar'd ', my fon perhaps 
Muft follow them : to triumph o'er my grief. 
And aggravate my forrows, the proud tyrant 
Call'd me before him : how his looks appall'd 
M) iirtnking foul, when thrice he lifted up 
His bloody hand againft the wretched infants f 
Trembling I ftep*d between, and at his feet 

Fell 
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Fell proftratc ; rudely then he pufli'd me JErom him. 
And turn'd afide j the favage guards around 
Seem'd waiting for his orders to difpatch me. 

ASSELL 
He cannot, dare not do it: ftill, thou feeft, 
Zamti is fpar'd, the orphan king ftill lives i 
Let but Idame fue to him for pardon^ 
And all will be forgiv'n. 

IDAME. 
O no; his l«ve 
Is turned to rage ; he fmilM at my diftrefi, 
Laugh*d at my tears, and vow'd eternal hatred. 

ASSELL 
And yet you may fubdue him ; the fierce lion 
Roars in the toils, and bites his chain i he wou^d not 
Thus talk of hatred if he did not love. 

IDAME. 
Whether he loves or hates, 'tis time to end 
Tikis wretched being. 

ASSELL 
What have you rcfclv'd I 

I D A M £• 
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IDAMB. 
When hea/n hack poiu'd out all its wrath upcm u»», 
And fiird up the fad nseafure of our wees» 
It gives us courage to fiippou our griefs. 
And fttits- our flxengtb to our calamities ; 
I feel new force, new vigor ia my hearty 
'Midft alt my forrows ; henceforth I defy 
The tyrant, andam miftrefsofmyfate. 

ASSELL 
But can you leave your child^ the dear lov/d objeA 
Of all your hopes and fears f 

II>AME. 

There Aflcli, 
Yov pierce my heart: O dreadful iacrifice t 
I have done all to fave him : tb& usurper 
Will not defcend fo low as to deftroy 
A helplefs infant; for his mother's fake. 
Whom on9e he lov'd, perhaps may fpare my child ^ 
That pleafing hope atleaft will footli my loul 
In the dark hour of death; he will relent 
When I am gone, nor carry his fierce wrath 
Beyond the grave^ to perfecut^ my fon. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E ir. 

IDAME, ASSELI, OCTAR. 

OCTAR. 

A|a49in9 you muft attsnd the emperor* 

[To thegu»as. 

Guard you thefe infanUj watch the door^ that none 

May pafs this way* 

[ToAflfeK. 
You, madam, may retire. 

IDAME* 
Theemp'rorfendforme? —but I obey* 
Cou'd I have feen my Zamti firft ! perhaps 
It is a vain requeft : does pity ne'er 
D«^ in a Tartar's breaft ? might I imjrfore 
Your friendflup to affift me ? 

OCTAR. 

No: when once 
The royal word is pafsM, to ofFcr counfel 
Is little lefs than treafon : you had kings 
Indeed of old who gave up all their rights, 
And let their fubjeds rale ; but* manners change 
With times ;• we liflen not to idle pray'rs. 
Or yield to woman's tears 5 by arms alone 

We 
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We rule the fubjed world : therefore obey. 
And wait the emperor's commands. 

SCENE in. 

IDAMB. XAl<me« 

Thou God 
Of the aflflided, who behold'ft my wrongs, 
Support me now, infpire me with a portion 
Of my dear Zamti's courage ! 

SCENE IV. 
GENGIS-KAN, IDAMB. 
GENGTS. 

Gengis comes 
Once more to humble thy proud foul $ to (hew diee 
Thy foul ingratitude, thy bafe return 
For all my kindnefs to thee ; yet thou know'ft not 
How guilty thou haft been i thou know'ft not yet 
Thy danger^ nor the anguiih of my foul ; 
Thou whom I lov'd and whom I ought to batCj 
Topunifli, todcftroy. 

IDAMB. 

Then punifh me. 

And me alone ; 'tis all I aik of Gengis : 

Finifli a life of mjs'ry, fatiatt here 

Thy thirft of blood : Idame hath been fiuth^. 

That 
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That is a crime thou never can'ft forgive : 
Strike then, and be reveng'd. 

GENGIS. 

Thou know*ft I cannot j 

Thou know'ft I am more wretched than thyfelf j 

But Pm refolv'd : the Orphan, and thy fon. 

Are in my pow'r : for Zamti, he has long 

Deferv'd to die • the rebel braves my wratb^ 

And yet I fpare him ; if you wiih his life 

You muft forget him ; death will break the chain 

That binds you i then I might with juftice feize 

And make you mine ; but know, this proud bai'barianf 

This Scythian tyrant, whom you treat with foorn. 

Is not unworthy of Idame's love : 

Abjure your marriage, and Til raife your diifd 

To equal rank and (plendor with my own : 

The orphan Ihall l)e fafe, your hufband Ipar'd ; 

Their lives, their welfare, and their happinefs, 

Thehappinefsof Gengls^ all depend 

On thee, Idame ; for I love thee fltll : 

But think not I will bear thy cruel infults. 

Thy tyrant fcorn, and all the pride of beauty : ' 

My foul, thouknow'ft, is violent; takeheedf 

Provoke it not, leaft vengeance fall upon thee. 

Speak the decifive word that muft determine 
*^ * The 
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The fateofGengis, and his empire } iay. 
Or muil I love or hate Idame ? 

Neither : 
Your hatred were uhjuft, your love moft guilty^ 
And moft unworthy of us both : lafk 
Your juftice ; I demand it ; *tis a debt 
Which a king owes to all : if you have Ioft» 
1 wou'd feftore it to youj and, in fecret, 
I know your confcience juftifies Idame. 

GENGIS. 
Then hatred is your choice ; 'tis well ; henceforth 
Expert the vengeance of an injured monarch : 
Your prince, your hulband, and your fon fliall pay 
For proud Idame^s fcorn, and with their Uood 
Atone for her ingratitude : their doom 
Was feai'd by thee, thou art their murtherer. 

IDAMX. 
Barbarous, inhuman Gengit, 

G£N6I8« 
Sol am. 
Thanks to thy kind regard I you might have had 
A tender lover^ but youchofe a mafkr 
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Proud, mcrcilefs, and favage, one whofc hatred 
Is €qual to thy own. 

IDAME. 
He is my king; 
As fttdi I rer'rehce him : this (ingle boon^ 
Low on my knees intreat. 

GENGIS. 

Idame, rife; 
Speak^ I attend : perhaps ibme kinder thoughts—* 

IDAME. 
Might Zamti be permitted for a while 
To vifit me in fecret? 

GENGIS. 

What? 

IDAME. 

My lord. 
But for a moment, 'tis my laft requeft ; 
Perhaps it may be better for us both. 

GENGIS. 
'Tis ftrange : but be It fo : perhaps the flave^ 
Taught by calamity, that beft of maften^ 
No longer will defire the fatal honor 

Of 
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Of being rival to a conqueror : 

On you his fate depends j divorce, or death: 

Give him the choice. 

[To Oaar. 
Watch here. 

[To die guaidt. 
Guards, follow me : 
Still am I wav*ring, ftill unhappy; ftill 
Is Gengis doom'd to be the flave of love* 

[Exit. 
IDAME. [Alone. 

Once more Idame lives ; methinks I feel 
New ftrength and vigor {hoot thro' cv'ry vein : 
Nowi Gengis, I defy thee. 

SCENE V. 

ZAMTI, IDAME. 

IDAME. 

O my Zamti, 
JDearer to me than allthofe conquerors. 
Whom fervile mortals flatter intq gods ; 
My other deity, to whom in vain 
I never fae : alas, my love, too well 
Thou knowlft'our fate -, the dreadful hour is come. 

ZAMTI. 
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ZAMTL 
I knpur it Is. 

' - : IDAME.' 

In vain thy patriot care 
Strode to preferve the orphan king. 

ZAMTI. 

That hope 
Is loft ; we'll thiiik no more on't : thou haft done 
Thy ev'ry duty, and I die content. 

IDAME. 
What will become of our dear child ? forgive 
A mother, Zamti j I have Ihewn fome courage. 
And therefore thou wilt pardon mc« 

^AMTI. 

The kings 
Of Catai are no more ; the nobles held 
In ignominious chains ; they moft deferve 
Our pity, who Are ftill condemn'd to live. 

IDAME. 
O they have dooot'd thee to a fliamefid death> 

ZAMTI. 
. n^M .wiiarlVe Jong expefted. 

VoL.VIL P IDAME. 
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IDAMS. 

Hear me tkea ; 
Is there no path to death but ftom the palace ? 
Bulls bleed at th' altar ; crtniinak ard dragg'd 
To punifhment ; but gen'rous arinds aCre mafterfr 
Of their own fate : why meet it from the hands 
Of Gengis ? were we born dependent thus 
On others wills ? no^ let us imitate 
Our bolder neighbours, live with cafe, as^d die 
When life grows burthenfome : wrongs unreveng'd 
To them are infupportable, and death 
More welcome far than infemy : they wait not 
For a proud tyrant's nod, but mekt their fete i 
We've taught thefc iflanders fome ufeful ans. 
And wherefore deign we n6t to learn from them 
3ome tieceflkry virtues ? — let us die. 

ZAMTI. . 
Yes : I approve thy nobLe refoli^don^ 
And think, extremity of forrow mocks 
The pow'r of laws yhtn Wretched flaves, difarm'd 
As we are, and bow'^d do^vmbenatfthour t)^aat^ 
Muft wait the blow. 

^ IDAliE. 
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I D A M E. ' [Drawing out a poignard. 
Strike,, Zamti> and be free. 

2AMTI. 

pheav'ir". ' 

IDAME*. 

Strike here, my Zamti, tbi^ weak arm 
Perhaps might err ; thy firmer hand will bcft 
Direft the fatal ftroke ; now iacrifice 
A faithful vHK, -and let h^r hu(band fall 
Befide her : yes, my love, we'll die together ; 
With jealo»is eye the xyvttix fhall behold ua 
Expirlog, \Ui Qacd ptberft arms. 

' .• ■ 2:amti. 

.1: •. --i V. \\'^\:\ \ Thank heav'n I 

Thy virtue never fails^ thid i$ lih^ Jdft 
The deareft mark of my Idame's love ; 
Receive my laft farewell'^ give n^ the dagger : 
Now turn afi4^* 

.r:i.' * T^yi^Xt, ,Ukf:it. 

[Gives him the dagger. 
iCillmefirft^ ;/ 
Thou trembleft. 

Pa ZAMTI. 
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ZAMTI. 

O 1 cannot. 




IDAME. 

Strike, my lord* 


"■5 


ZAMTi; 
I fliuddcr at tlie thought. 


ri 


IDAME, 

' O cruel ^amtl^ 
Suikc here, and then-^ , 


c 


ZAMTIi: - 





[ Attetnptt to ftab himfel^ 
! ' .. liQAME. [Laying hold of hit ansr 
Youmuftnot--fceife, itty tiiid-p-'ii ^ ' • ' - T 

S C E N E VI. 
GENGIS, OCTAR, IDAME, ZAMTI, Guards. 

GENGIS. 

p'heav'nJ difarm him. 
' [Guards dUarm him. 

Whatwou'dyt do? 

IDAME. 
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IDAME. 

We wou'd have freed ourfelves 
From mifery and thee. 

ZAMTL 

Thou wilt not envy us 
The privilege to die. 

GENGIS. 

Indeed I will: 
O powV fuprettie, thou witnefs of tny wrongs 
And of my weaknefs, thou v4k> haft fubdii-d 
So many kings for me^ fiiall I at laft 
Be worthy of thy goodrie6 ? — Zamti, thou 
Still triumpb^ o'er me; the whom I^^oi^ - 
Thy wife# teui mthcr die byftj^ lov^ hahfl r - 
Than live wkh Gcngis* : but ye tothf fludl^learii <i : 
To bear mj yolpe, periiaps yet more. 

* IDAME. 

' '• 'IVhkt fay ^ft thou? 

• 2AMT'i. 

For what new fcene of inhumanity 

Areiye referv'd? 

«... 

ID AMI., 
I Why is our fats conceal'd ? 

P3 GENGIS. 
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G£NGIS. 
Be not impatieBt ; ye fliall know it foon. 
YeVe done me ample juftice, be it mine 
Now to return it : I admire you both ; 
you have fubdued me; and I blufli to fit 
On CataPs throne, whilft there are fouls like yours 
So much above me ; vainly have I try*d » 

By glorious deeds to build mylUf a name 
Among the ii2jtitW9 3 ^ou have humbled me. 
And I w^'d eq/d^ yoiji ; I ^d^not knoijr 
That mor^iif coujd be mf^^qf themfelves ^ 
That greateft glory I have kam'd from you : 
I am not what I ^j|!^ i tayqif J ow« 
The wond^h)|is:fih|i)86S j5Ax^<l9 f€Unit% 
Tofave, andfltt(«e4e^Jf9U^[W^t()h>. UkMP^ a* \ 

Your pMctf^tattdflr >]lie»9sti.i(o:tbefi I ifitii ./ i . f .: r 
The precious chaige» by right cf cqa^ocft miMi 
Hereafter I will be a father fQ hivi : 
Atl^ng^yoil raajt-confideinGengis; once 
I was a conqu'ror, nowXiW^l^g* 

. . . [ToZtmtL 

Zamti, be thou our law's interpreter, 
And make the world as good and pure as thou art ; 
Teach reafon, juftice, and morality, 

'-' i •• ..::-< \ ,; And 
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And let the conquer'd rule the conquerors 1 
Let wifdom reign, and ftill dire£l our valour ; 
Let prudence triumph over ftrcngth j her king 
Will fet th' example, and your conqueror 
Henceforth fhall be obedient to your law* 

IDAME. 
What do I hear ? 

ZAMTI. 

Thou art indeed our king. 
And we (hall blefs thy fway. 

IDAME. 

What cou'd infpire 
This great defign, and wotk this change ? 

G£NGIS« 

Thy virtues* 

End of the Fifth and Last Act. 
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